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SCENE, Lady SnEtRwELL's Houſe. 
Lady SNEERWELL and SNAKE, diſcovered at a Tea Tables 


Lady SNEERWELL, 
TH E paragraphs, you ſay, Mr. Snake, were all in - 
ſerted. | 

Snake, They were, madam ; and as I copied them my- 
ſelf in a feigned hand, there can be no ſuſpicion from 
whence they came, 

L. Sneer. Did you circulate the report of Lady Brittle's 
Intrigue with captaih Boaſtall ? | 

Snake. That's in as fine a train as your ladyſhip could 
' wiſh, in the common courſe of things, I think it muſt 
reach Mrs, Clacket's ears within twenty-four hours, and 
then the buſineſs, you know, is as good as done. 

L. Sneer. Why, yes, Mrs, Clacket has talents, and a 
good deal of induſtry, 

Snake. True, madam, and has been tolerably ſucceſsful 
in her day; to my knowledge ſhe has been the cauſe of fix 


matches being broken off, and three ſons diſinherited; of 


four forced elopements, as many cloſe confinements, vine 
ſeperate maintenances, and two divorces ; nay, I have 
more than once traced her cauſing a tete a tete in the Town 
and Country Magazine, when the parties never ſaw one 
another before in their lives. 

L. Sneer, Why, yes, ſhe has genius, but her manner is 
too groſs. 

Snake, True, madam ; ſhe has a fine tongue, and a 
bold invention ; but then her colouring is too dark, and 
the outlines rather too extravagant; ſhe wants that delicacy 
of hint, and mellowneſs of ſneer, which diltinguiſhes your 
ladyſhip's ſcandal. 

L. Snter. You are partial, Snake. 

Snake, * in the 2 5 ; every body will allow that 
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4 THE SCHOOL 
Lady Sneerwell can do more with a word or look, than 
many others with the-moſt laboured detail, even though 
they accidentally happen to have a little truth on their fi 

to ſupport it. 

L. Sveer. Yes, my dear Snake, and I'll not deny the 
Pleaſure ] feel at the ſucceſs of my ſchemes; {both ri/e) 
wounded myſelf, in the early part of my life, by the en- 
venomed tongue of ſlander, 1 confeſs nothing can give me 
greater ſatis faction, than reducing others to the level of my 
own injured reputation. 5 

Snake, True, madam ; but there is one affair, in which 
you have lately employed me, wherein, I confeſs, I am at 
2 loſs to gueſs at your motives, 

L. Sneer. I preſume you mean with regard to my friend 
Sir Peter Teazle, and his family. 

Snake, I do; here are two young men, to whom Sir 
Peter has acted as guardian ſince their father's death; the 
eldeſt poſſeſſing the moſt amiable character, and univerſally 
well ſpoken of; the youngeſt the moſt diſſipated, wild, 
extravagant young fellow in the world; the former, an 
avowed admirer of your ladyſhip, and apparently your 
favourite; the latter attached to Maria, Sir Peter's ward, 
and confeſſedly admired by her: Now, on the face of 
theſe circumſtances, it is utterly unaccountable to me, 
why you, the widow of a city knight, with a large fortune, 
ſhould not immediately cloſe with the paſſion of a man of 
ſuch character and expectation as Mr. Surface; and more 
ſo, why you are ſo uncommonly earneſt to deſtroy the 
mutual attachment ſubſiſting between his brother Charles 
and Maria, 

L. Sneer. Then at once to unravel this myſtery, I muſt 
inform you, that love has no ſhare wheztever in the inter- 
coutſe between Mr, Surface and me, 

Snake, No! 

IL. Snecr., No: His rea! views are to Maria, or her 
forcune, while in his brother he finds a favoured rival; 
he 1s, therefore, obliged to maſk his real intentions, and 
profit by my aſſiſtance. 

Snake, Yet ſtill l am more puzzled why you ſhould in- 
tereit yourſelf for his iucceſs. 

L. Sneer, Heiv ns! how dull you are! Can't you 
ſurmiſe a weakneſs I have hitherto, through ſhame, con- 
cealed even from you? Muſt I confeſs it, that Charles, 
that profligate, that libertine, that bankrupt in fortune 
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and reputation, that he it is for whom I am thus anxious 
and malicious; and to gain whom I would ſacrifice every 
thing, 4 

Snake, Now, indeed, your conduct appears conſiſtent ; 
but pray, how came you and Mr. Surface ſo confidential? 

L. Sncer. For our mutual intereſt; he pretends to, and 
recommends, ſentiment and liberality; but I know him to 
be arttul, cloſe, and malicious. In ſhort, a ſentimental 
knave ; while with Sir Peter, and indeed with moſt of his 
acquaintance, he paſſes for a youthful miracle of virtue, 
good ſenſe, and benevolence. 

Snake. Yes, I know Sir Peter vows he has not his fel- 
low in England, and has praiſed him as a man of character 
and ſentiment. 

L. Sneer. Yes; and with the appearance of being ſen- 
timental, he has brought Sir Peter to favour his addreſſes 
to Maria, while poor Charles has no friend in the houle,. 
though I fear he has a powerful one in Maria's heart, 
againit whom we mult direct our ſchemes. 

Enter SERVANT. 

Serv. Mr, Surface, madam. 

L. Sucer. Shew him up; (Exit ſervant) he generally: 
calls about this hour—I don't wonder at people's giving: 


him to me for a lover, 


Enter JOSEPH SURPACE, 
Je. Lady Sncerwcll, good morning to you Mr. 
Enake, your moſt obedient. 


L. Sneer, Snake has juſt been —_— me upon our 


attachment, but I have told him our real views; I need 


not tell you how uſeful he has been to us, and believe me, 


our confidence has not beers 1!l placed. ; 
Jah. Oh, madam, tis impoſſible for me to ſuſpect a man 


of Mr. Snake's merit and accompliſhments. 


L. Suter. Oh, no compliments; but tell me when you 
ſaw Maria, or, what's more material to us, your brother. 
Je. I have not ſeen either ſince I left you, but I can 


tell you they never met; ſome of your ſtories. have had a- 


good effect in that quarter. 

L. Szerr, The merit of this, my dear Snake; belongs to 
you; but do your brother's diſtreſſes increaſe? 

Ze}. Every hour, I am told he had another execu:1on 


In his houſe yeſterday—In ſhort, his dillipatioa and exttava- 


gance excced any thing Lever heard. 
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L. Sneer. Poor Charles! 

Fo: Aye, poor Charles indeed! notwithſtanding his 
extravagance, one cannot help pitying him; I wiſh it 
was in my power to be of any eſſential ſervice to him; 
for the man who does not feel for the diſtreſſes of a bro- 
ther, even though merited by his own miſconduct, deſerves 
to be ————— 

L. Sneer. Now you are going to be moral, and forget 
you are among friends. | 

Fo/. Gad, ſo I was, ha! ha!—1'll keep that ſentiment 
*till I ſee Sir Peter, ha! ha! however, it would certainly 
be a generous act in you to reſcue Maria from ſuch a 
libertine, who, if he is to be reclaimed at all, can only 
be ſo by a perſon of your ſuperior accompliſhments and 
underſtanding. 

Sxake, | believe, Lady Sneerwell, here's company com- 
ing; VII go and copy the letter I mentioned to your lady- 
ſhip. Mr. Surface, your moſt obedient. [ Exit. 

Je. Mr. Snake, your moſt obedient. I wonder, La- 
dy Sneerwell, you would put any confidence in that 
fellow. 

L. Sneer. Why ſo? 

Ja. J have diſcovered he has of late had ſeveral con- 
ferences with old Rowley, who was formerly my father's 
ſteward; he has never, you know, been a friend of 
mine. x 

L. Sneer. And do you think he would betray us? 

Fe/. Not unlikely; and take my word for it, Lady 
Sneerwell, that fellow has not virtue enough to be faithful 
to his own villainies. 


Enter Marta. | 

L. Ser. Ah, Maria, my dear, how do you do? 
What's the matter ? 

Mar. Nothing, madam, only this odious lover of mine, 
Sir Benjamin Backbite, and his uncle Crabtree, juſt called 
in at my guardian's ; but I took the firſt opportunity to ſlip 
out, and run away to your ladyſhip. 

L. Sneer, Is that all? 

7s. Had my brother Charles been of the party, you 
would not have been ſo much alarmed, 

L. Sneer. Nay, now you are too ſevere; for I dare 
ſay the truth of the matter is, Maria heard you was 
here, and therefore came; but pray, Maria, what par- 


ticular objection have you to Sir Benjamin that you avoid 
him ſo? : 

Mar. Oh, madam, he has done nothing; but hie 
whole converſation is a perpetual libel upon all his 


acquaintance, 


Jef. Yes, and the worſt of it is, there is no advantage in 
not knowing him, for he would abuſe a ſtranger as ſoon as 
his beſt friend, and his uncle is as bad. 

Mar. For my part, I own wit loſes its reſpect with me, 
when l ſee it in company with malice, what think 
you, Mr. Surface? | 

Jo/. To be ſure, madam, — to ſmile at a jeſt, that 
plants a thorn in the breaſt of another, is to become a 
principal in the miſchief, | 

L. Sneer. Pſha—there is no poſſibility of being witty 
without a little ill nature; the malice in a good ning is 
the barb that makes it ſlick, ——— What is your real 
opinion, Mr. Surface ? 

Jo. Why, my opinion is, that where the ſpirit of 
_— is ſuppreſſed, the converſation mult be naturally 
inſipid. 

Mar. Well, I will not argue how far ſlander may be 
allowed; but in a man, I am ſure, it is deſpicable, 
We have pride, envy, rivalſhip, and a thouſand mo- 


tives to depricate each other; but the male flanderer 


mult have the cowardice of a woman, before he can 
traduce once. 
Enter SERVANT. 

Serv. Mrs. Candour, madam, if you are at leiſure, 
will leave her carriage. 

L. Sneer. Deſire her to walk up. {Exit ſervant.) 
Now, Maria, here's a character to your taite; though 
Mrs, Candour is a little talkative, yet every body allows 
ſhe is the beſt natured fort of woman in the world. 

Mar. Yes—with the very groſs affectation of good 
nature, ſhe does mote miſchief than the direct malice of 
old Crabtree. T 

To. Faith it's very true; and whenever I hear the 
current of abuſe running hard againſt the characters of my 
beſt friends, 1 never think them in ſuch danger, as when 
Mrs. Candour undertakes their defence. 

L. Sneer. Huſh! huſh! here ſhe is. 

Enter Mrs. CAx nous. 


Mrs. Cand. Oh! my dear Lady. Sneerwell ; well, how 
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do you do? Mr. Surface, your moſt obedient.—Ts there: 
any news abroad? No! nothing good I ſuppoſe—No! 
nothing but ſcandal!—nothivg but ſcandal ! 
Je/. Juſt ſo indeed, madam, 
| Mrs. Cand. Nothing but ſcandal !=- Ah, Maria, how 
do you do child? What, is every thing at an end between 
| you and Charles? What, he is too extravagant, —Ah ! the 
| town talks of nothing elte. 
4 Mar, | am ſcrry, madam, the tewn is ſo ill employed. 
Mrs. Cand. Aye, ſo am I child but what can one 
| do? we can't flop people's tongues, They hint too, 
q that your guardian and his lady don't live ſo agreeably 
ti together as they did. 
| Mar. I am ſure ſuch reports are without foundation, 
Mrs. Cand. Aye, ſo theſe things generally are: It's 
| like Mrs. Faſhion's affair with Colonel Coterie ; though, 
indeed, that affair was never rightly cleared up; and it 
„ was but yeſterday Miſs Prim aſſured me, that Mr. and 
; Mrs. Honeymoon are now become mere man and wife, 
U like the reſt of their acquaintance. She likewiſe hinted, 
that a certain widow in the next ſtreet had got rid of 


— 
f ——— — 


7 her dropſy, and recovered her ſhape in a moſt ſurpriſing 
7 manner. 

j To. The licence of invention, ſome people give theme 
y "ſelves, is aſtoniſhing. 


Mrs, Cand. *Tis ſo—but how will you ſtop peoples 
tongues? *Twas but yelterday Mrs. Clacket informed 
me, that our old friend, Mis Prudely, was going to 
:elope, and that her guardian caught her juſt ſtepping 
into the York Diligence, with her dancing maſter, I 
t was informed too, that Lord Flimiy caught bis wife at a 
| houſe of no extraordinary fame, and that Tom Saunter 
and Sir Harry Idle, were to meature ſwords on a ſimilar. 
N occaſion.— But I daie ſay there is no truth in the ſtory, 
| and I would not circulate ſuch a report for the world. . 


Joſe You report! No, no, no. 

| Mrs. Cand, No, no,—tale- bearers ate juſt as bad as- 
| the tale-makers. | 

| Enter SeRvANT. 

| Serv. Sir Benjamin Backbite and Mr, Crabtree. 


| [ Exit ſervants], 
Enter Sir BENJAMIN and CRABTREE. 
Crab, Lady Sneerwell, your molt obedient humble 


* 
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ſervant. Mrs. Candonr, I. believe you don't know my 
nephew, Sir Benjamin Backbite ; he has a very-pretty 
taſte ſor poetry, and ſhall make a rebus or à chirard 


with any one. 


Sir Benj. O fie! uncle. 

Crab, In faith he will: did you ever hear the lines he 
made at Lady Ponto's route, on Mrs. Frizzle's feathers 
catching fire ; and the rehuſes——his firſt is the name of 
a fiſh; the next a great naval commander, and—— 

Sir Benj. Uncle, now pr'ythe. 

L. Sreer. I wonder, Sir Benjamin, you never publiſn 
any thing. 1 11 1 | | 

Sir Benj. Why, to ſay the truth, *tis very vulgar to 
print—and as my little productions are chiefly ſatires, and 
lampoons on particular perſons, I find they circalate 
better by giving copies in confidence to the friends of the 
pariies ;—— however, | have ſome love elegies, which, 
when favoured by this ladyfs ſmiles, (to Maria) I mean to 
give to the public, | 

Crab, *Foregad, madam, they'll immortalize you, 
10 Maria) you. will be handed down ;tq poſterity, like 

etrarch's Laura, or Waller's Sachariſſa. | 

Sir Benj, Yes, madam, I think you'll like them, 
{to Maria) when you ſhall ſee them on a beautiful quarto 
type, where a neat rivulet of text ſhall murmur through a 
meadow of margin z=='foreoad they'll be the moſt elegant 
things of their kind. 0 

Crab. But, odſo, Ladies, did you hear the news ? 

Mrs. Cand, What do you mean the report of — 

Crab. No, madam, that's not t—Miſfs Nicely going 
to be married to her own footman, 

Mrs. Cand, Impoſſible ? : 

Sir Benj. Tis very true indeed, madam ; every thing 
15 fixed, and the wedding liveries beſpoke. 

Crab. Yes, and they do ſay there was very preſſing 
reaſous for it, | 

Mrs. Card, I heard ſomething of this before. 

L. Seer. Oh! it cannot be; and I wonder they'd report 
ſuch a thing of ſo prudent a lady, 

Sir Benj. Oh! but, madam, that is the very reaſon 
that it was believed at once; for ſhe has always been ſo 
very cautious and reſerved, that every body was lure there 
was ſome reaſon for it at bottom. 


Mrs, Cand.. It is true, there is a ſort of puny, ſickly 
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reputation, that would outlive the robuſter character of an 
hundred prudes, . 

Sir Benj. True, madam ; there are valetudinarians in 
reputation as well as conſtitution, who being conſcious of 
their weak part, avoid the leaft breath of air, and ſupply 
their want of ſtamina by care and circumſpection. 

Mrs. Cand, I believe this may be ſome miſtake : you 
know, Sir Benjamin, very trifling circumſtances have often 
given riſe to the moſt ingenious tales. | 

Crab. Very true ; but odſo, ladies, did you hear of 
Miſs Letitia Piper's lofing her lover and her character a 
Scarborough. —Sir Benjamin, you remember it. ; 

Sir Ben. Oh, to be ſure, the moſt whimſical circum» 
ſtance ! 

L. Sneer. Pray let us hear it. 

Crab, Why, one evening, at Lady Spadille's aſſembly 
the converſation happened to turn upon the difficulty of 
breeding Nova Scotia "ſheep in this country; no, ſays a 


Lady preſent, I have ſeen an inſtance of it, for a coufin 


of mine, Miſs Letitia Piper, had one that produced 
twins. What, what, ſays old lady Dundizzy, (whom 
we all know is as deaf as a poſt) has Miſs Letitia 
Piper had twins —— This, you may eaſily imagine, ſet 
the company in a lould laugh; and the next morni 

it was every where reported, and believed, that Miſs 


Lentia Piper had actually been brought to bed of a fine 


boy and girl. 
| Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! | 

Crab. *Tis true, upon my honour ——Oh, Mr. Surface, 
how do you do? I hear your uncle, Sir Oliver, is expected 
in town ; ſad news upon his arrival, to hear how your 
brother has gone on. | 

Zo/. I hope no buſy people have already prejudiced his 
uncle againſt him—he may reform. | 

Sir Benj. True, he may; for my part, I never thought 
him ſo utterly void of principle as people ſay—and though 


he has loſt all his friends, I am told no body 1s better 


ſpoken of amongſt the jews, 

Crab, *Foregad, if the Old Jewry was a ward, Charles 
would be an aluerman, for he pays as many annuities as 
the Iriſh Tontine ; and when he is lick, they have prayers 
for his recovery in all the ſynagogues. 

Sir Benj, Yet no man lives in greater ſplendor. — They 
tell me, when he entertains his triends, he can fit down 
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to dinner with a dozen of his own ſecurities, have a ſcore 
of tradeſmen waiting in the antichamber, and an officer 
behind every gueſt's chair. | | 

Je. This may be 3 to you, gentlemen z-- 
but you pay very little regard to the feelings of 2 
brother, 3 12 

Mar. Their malice 1s intolerable. (4fide.) Lady 
Sneerwell, I mult wiſh you a good morning; I'm not very 
well. [ Exit Maria. 

Mrs. Cand. She changes colour. | 

L. Sacer. Do, Mrs. Candour, follow her. 42 

Mrs. Cand. To be ſure I will ;— poor dear girl, who 
knows what her fituation may be. 

[ Mrs. Candour follows hey, 

L. Sneer. *Twas nothing, but that ſhe could not 
bear to hear Charles reflected on, notwithſlanding their 
difference. 

Sir Bey. The young lady's penchant is obvious. 

Crab. Come, don't let this diſhearten you follow 
ber, and repeat ſome of your odes to her, and [11 aſſiſt 
ou. | 
l Sir Benj. Mr. Surface, I did not come to hurt you, but 
depend on't your brother is utterly undone. 

Crab. Oh! undone as ever man was——can't raiſe a 
uinea. 

. Sir. Benj. Every thing is ſold, I am told, that was 
moveable. | 

Crab. Not a moveable left, except ſome. old bottles, 
and ſome pictures, and they ſeem to be framed in the 
wainſcot, egad, | 


up 


him. 


Crab. Oh! he has done many mean things, that's 


ertain. 
Sir Benj. But, however, he's your brother. 
Crab. Aye! as he is your brother—we'll tell you more 
another opportunity. Extunt Crab. and Sir Benj. 
L. Sneer. Tis very hard for them, indeed, to leave a 
ſubje& they have not quite run down. | 
Jy. And I fancy their abuſe was no more acceptable ta 
your ladyſhip than to Maria. | 
L. Sneer. I doubt her affections are further eng 
nan we imagine; but the family are to be here this aſter- 
1oon, ſo you may as well dine where you are; we ſhall 


* 
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Sir Benj. I am ſorry to hear alſo ſome bad ſtories of 


— — 


or” 
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have an opportunity of obſerving her further; —in 


che mean time, I'II go and plot miſchief, and you ſhall 
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Sir Pet When an old batchelor marries a young wife, 
what is he to expect? Tis now above ſix months ſince li 
my Lady Teaz'e made me the Happięſt of men——and I | 1 
have been the moſt miſerable dog ever fince, ——We o 
tifted à little going to church, and fairly quarrelled before, n. 
the bells were done ringing.” I was more than once g 
nearly-choaked with gall during the honey-moon, and had m 

loſt every ſatisfaction in liſe, before my friends had done, 
wiſhing me joy, ———And- yet I choſe with caution,a * 
irl bred wholly in the country, who had never know | i 
uxury,. beyond one ſilk gown, or diſſipation beyond the | of 
annual gala of a race-ball.———Yet now, ſhe plays her. | ea 


- part in all the extravagant fopperies of the town, with as | in 
* good a grace as if ſhe had never ſeen a buſh, or a graſs | ev 
a plot aut of Groſvenor-ſquare. — ͤ am ſneered at by fir 


all my acquainiance=—— patagraphed in the news papers | ſe 
— he agiſſipates my fortune, and contradicts all my | ye 
humours And yet, the worſt of it is, I doubt I love | m 
, ber, or I ſhould never bear all this but I am de- 

j termined never to be weak enough to let her know i. j at 


( No! no! no! 5 Ci 
| Euter ROWLEY. \ | of 
1 Rowl. Sir Peter, your ſervant, how do you find youre Tin 
. ſelf to day :::: 

i Sir Pet. Very bad, Mr. Rowley; very bad indeed. It 
F Nou. I'm ſorry to hear that==what has happened to | 
5 make you uneaſy fince yelterday ? | | rer 
£4 Sir Pet. A pretty queſtion truly to a married man. | 
1 - Ronvl. Sure my lady is not the cauſe! tee 
q Sir Pet Why! has any one told you ſhe was dead? us 


Nocol. ©- Come, come, Sit Peter, notwithſtanding you 
ſometimes diſpute and difagree, I am ſure you love her, 
Si Pet, Aye, maſter Rowley ; but the worſt of it 15, di 


= - that in all our diſputes and quarrels, ſhe is ever in the 
k wrong, and continues to thwart and vex me; I am ſur 
þ myſelf the ſweeteſt tempered man in the world, and ſo [ kn 
5 tell her an hundred times a day, en 
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Noaul. Indeed, Sir Peter! 

Sir Pet. Yes—and then there's Lady Sneerwell, and 
the ſet ſhe meets at her houſe, encourage her to diſobe- 
dience ; and Maria, my ward, the too preſumes to have a 
will of her own, and refuſes the man I propoſe for her; 
deſigning, I ſuppoſe, to beſtow herſelf and fortune upon 
that profligate his brother, 

Rewl. You know, Sir Peter, I have often taken the 
libertery to differ in opinion with you, in regard to theſe 
two young men; for Charles, my life on't, will retrieve all 
one day or other. —— Their worthy father, my once ho- 
noured maſter, at his years, was full as wild and extrava- 
gant as Charles now is; but at his death he did not leave a 
more benevolent heart to lament his loſs. | 

Sir Pet. You are wrong, maſter Rowley, you are very 
wrong ;—by their father's will, you know, I became guar- 
dian o theſe young men, which gave me an opportunity 
of knowing their different diſpoſitions; but their uncle's 
eaſtern liberality ſoon took them out of my power, by g1v- 
ing them an early indepen'ience.—But for Charles, what- 
ever good qualities he might have inherited, they are long 
ſince ſquandered away with the reſt of his fortune; — lo- 
ſeph, indeed, is a pattern for the young men of the age—a 
youth of the nobleit ſentimeats, and acts up to the ſenti- 
ments he profeſſes. 


Rowl Well, well, Sir Peter, I ſhan't oppoſe your opinion 


at preſent, though J am ſorry you are prejudiced again ft 


Charles, as this may probably be the moſt critical period 


of his life, for his uncle, Sir Oliver, is arrived, And now 
in town. 

Sir Pet. What! my old friend Sir Oliver, ts he arrived? 
I thought you had not expected him this mouth, | 

Rewl. No more we did, Sir, but his paſſige has been 
remarkably quick, 

Sir Pet. I ſha!! be heartily glad to fee him—'Tis ſix- 
teen years ſince old Nol and I met—But does he till enjoin 
us to keep his arrival a ſecret from his nephews ? . 

Rowl. He does, Sir; and is determined, under a 
feigned character, to make trial of their different 
diſpoſitions, | 

Sir Pet, Ah! there is no need of it, for Joſeph, I am 
ſure, is the man.— But hark'ye, Rowley, does Sir Oliver 
know that I am marrried ? 

B 
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Rowl. He does, Sir, and intends ſhortly to wiſh you joy, 
Sir Pt. What, as we wiſh health to a friend in a con- 
ſumption. —But I muſt have him at my houſe—do you 
conduct h'm, Rowley, I'll go and give orders for his recep- 
tion. (going) We uſed to rail at matrimony together—he 
has ſtocd firm to his text. But Rowley, don't give him 
the lealt hint that my wife and I diſagree, for | would have 
bim thick (Heaven forgive me) that we are a very happy 


ccuple. | 
Rixvl, Then you mult be carefu] not to quarrel whilſt 


he is here, 
Sir Pet. And ſo we muſt—but that will be impoſſible ! 


——— Zyunds, Rowley, when an old batchelor marries a 
young wife, he deſerves—aye, he deſerves =—no—the 
crime carries the puniſhment along with it, 


" WP os IT, 
SCENE, Sir PeTeR Teazite's Houſe, 
Enter Sir PETiR and Lady TEAZzLE. 


S'r PETER. 
ADY Teazle, Lady 'Teazle, I won't bear it, 


L. Teaz. Very well, Sir Peter, you may bear it or 


not, jult as you pleaſe; but I know | ought to have my 
own way in every thing, and what's more, I will. 

Sir Pet. What, madam ! is there no reſpe& due to the 
authority of a hufband ? 

L. Teaz. Why, don't I know that no woman of faſhion 
does as ſhe is bid aſter her marriage.— Though I was bred 
in the country, I'm no ſtranger to that: if you wanted me 
to be obedient, you ſhould have adopted me, and not mar- 
ried me— 'm ſure you were old enough. 

Sir Pet. Aye, the:e it 45, —Oons, madam, what right 
have you to run into all this ex:r.ivagance ? 

L. Teaz. I'm (ure lam not more extravagant than a wo- 
man of quality ought to be. 

Sir Pet, life, madam, I'll have no more ſums ſquan- 
dered away upon ſuch unmeaning Juxuries; you have as 
many flowers in your dreſſing-room, as would turn the 
Pantheon into a green-houſe; or make a Fete Champetre 
at a ma 

L. Teaz. Lord, Sir Peter, am I to blame that flowers 
don't blow in culd weather ; you mult blame the climate, 
and not me — l'm ſure, for my part, I wiſh it was 


Nou 


three 
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Spring all the year round, and that roſes grew under our 
feet. * 


Sir. Pet. Zounds, madam, I ſhould not wonder at your 
extravagances if you had been bred to it. Had you any of 
theſe things before you married me ? 

L. Teaz Lord, Sir Peter, how can you be angry at thoſe 
little elegant expences ? 

Sir Pit. Had veu any of thoſe little elegant expences 
when you married me ? 

L. Teaz, For my " wh I think you ouaht to be pleaſed 
your wite ſhould be thought a woman of late. 


Sir Pet. Zounds, madam, you had no taſte when you 
married me, 
L. Teng. Very true, indeed; and after having married 


you, | ſhould never pretend to tate again. 

Sir Pet, Very well, very well, madam; you have 
entirel, forgot what your htuation was when firſt I ſay 

ou. 
F L. Tea. No, no, | bave not; a very diſagreeable ſi- 
tuation it Was, or Dm {ure I never ſhould have married 

cu. 

Sir Pet. You forget the humble ſtate I took you from 
—the daughter of a poor country *ſquire. When 1 
came to your father's, I found you fitting at your tambour, 
in a linen gown, a bunch of keys to your fide, and your 
hair combed ſmoothly over a roll. 

L. Teaz, Yes, I remember very well my daily occu- 
pations were to overlook the dairy, ſuperintend the poultry, 
make extracts from the family receipt book, and comb my 
auat Dc borah's lap dog. 


Sir Pet. Ou! 1 am glad to find you have ſo good a 
recollection, 
L. Tecaz. My evening employments were to draw p*t- 


terns for ruffl-s, wh.ch I Lad not materials to make up; 
play at Pope Joan with the curate; read a {ſermon to my 
aunt Debotaa, or perhaps be ftuck up at an old ſpinuet o 
tarum my father aſleep alter à fox chace, 

Sir Pet. Ihen you was glad to take a ride out behind 
the butler, upon the old dock'd coach horſe. 

L. Fram, No, no, | deny the butler and the coach horſe. 

Sir Pct, I lay you did. Tu was your fituation 
[Now, waiom, you mult ha your coch, vis a vis, and 
three powueicd iootmen to wait before your Chalsr;z an ia 
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ſummer, two white cats to draw you to Kenſington gar- 


dens: and initead of your living in that hole in the country, 
I have brought you home here, made a woman of fortune 
of you, a woman of quality—In ſhort, madam, I have 
made you my wife, 

L. Teaz, Well, and there is but one thing more you 
can now do to add to the obligation, and that i 

Sir Pet. To make you my widow, I ſuppoſe. 

L. Teaz, Hem |! —— 

Sir Pet, Very well, madam, vegy well; I am much 
obliged to you for the hint. 

L. Teaz, Why then will you force me to ſay ſhocking 
things to you, But now we have finiſhed our morning 
converſation, I preſume I may go to my engagements at 
Lady Sneerwell's, 

Sir Pet, La y Sneerwell !—a precious acquaintance you 
have made with her too, and the ſet that frequent her 
houſe. Such a ſet, mercy on us! Many a wretch who has 
been drawn upon a hurdle, has done leſs miſchief than 
tioſe barterers of forged lies, coiners of ſcandal, and clip- 
pers of reputation. 

L. Teaz. How can you be ſo ſevere; l'm ſure they are 
«1! people of faſhion, and very tenacious of reputation. 

Sir Fer. Yes, ſo tenacious of it, they'll not allow it to 
any but themſelves. 

L. 7eax, | vow, Sir Peter, when I ſay an ill- natured thing, 
mean no harm by it, tor | take it for granted they'd do 
the ſame by me. 

Sir Pet, They've made you as bad as any of them. 

L. Teaz, Yes——l think 1 bear my part with a tolerable 
trace 

Sir Pet. Grace, indeed! 


L. Trax. Well, but Sir Peter, you know you promiſed | 


to come, 

Sir Pet. Well, I ſhall juſt call in to look after my own 
character, 

L. Teaz, Then, upon my word, you muſt make haſte 
aſter me, or you'll be too late, [Exit Lady Teazle, 


Sir Pet. I have got much by my intended expoſtulation 
—W hat a charming air ſhe has!-what a neck, and how 
p'eaſingly the ſhews her contempt of my authority! — 
Well, though | can't make her love me, tis ſome pleaſure 
to teize her a little, and I think ſhe never appears to ſuch 


al 


lo 
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advantage, as when ſhe is doing every thing to vex and 
plague me. 


SCENE, Lady SxZAWIII'T Heuſe, 


Enter Lady SxEER WELL, CRABTREE, Sir BENIAUIxN, 
Jos gyn, Mrs CanDouR, and MARIA. 


L. Sneer. Nay, poſitively we'll have it. © 

Jo). Aye, aye, ingepigram by all means. 

Sir Benj. Oh! plague on it, it's mere nonſenſe. 

Crab. Faith, ladies, 'twas excellent for an extempore. 

Sir 8. But, lavies, you ſhould be acquainted with 

the circumitances — You muſt know that one day laſt 
week, as Lady Bab Curricle was taking the duſt in Hyde 
Park, in a fort of duodecimo phaeton, ſhe deſired me to 
write ſome veries on her ponies ; upon which I took out 
my pocket book, and in a moment produced the ſollow- 
ing: 

Sure never were ſeen two ſuch beautiful ponies, 

© Other hories are clowns, and theſe macaronies ; 

* Togive them this title ['m ſure can't be wrong, 

« Their legs are ſo lim, and their tails are fo long.“ 

Crab, There, ladies, —done in the crack of a whip 
and on horleback too ! 

Je. Oh! a very Pheebus mounted —— 

Mrs Cand, I muſt have a copy. 

Enter Lady I EAZLE, 

L. Snecr. Lady Teazle, how do you do, —I hope we 
ſhall ſee Sir Peter. 

L. Teaz, I believe he will wait on your ladyſhip pre- 
ſen:ly. 

hy Sncer, Maria, my love, you look grave; come, you 
Niall it down to piquet with Mr Surface, 

Mar. | take very little pleaſure in cards—but I'll do as 
your laCyſhip pleates. 

L. Teaz, | wonder he would fit down to cards with 
Maria.——l thought be would have taken an opportunity 


of ſpeaking to me before Sir Peter came. Alide. 
Mrs Cand. Well, now Ill forſwear his ſociety. | 4/iae. 
L. Teaz. What's che matter, Mrs Candour ? 
Mrs Cand, Why, they »re fo cenſorious they won't al- 
low our friend, Miſs Veruillion, to be haudſome. 
| B3 
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L. Sne-r., Oh, ſurely ſhe's a pretty woman, 

Crab, I'm glad you think ſo. 

Mrs Cand., She has a charming freſh colour, 

L. Teaz, Yes, when it is freſh put on. 

Mrs Cand. Well, I'll ſwear *tis natural, for I've ſeen it 
come and go. | 

L. Teaz. Yes, it comes at night, and goes again in the 
morning. 

Sir Benj, True, madam, it not only goes and comes, but 
wh it's more, egad her maid can "_ and carry it, 

Mr- Cand, Well, ——and what do you think of her 
Giter? 

Crab, What, Mrs Evergreen—'foregad, ſhe's fix and 
fifty if ſhe's a day. 

Mrs Cant. Nay, I'll ſwear two or three and ſixty is the 

ou'ftle——l don't think ſhe looks more. 

Sir Ben. Oh, there's no judging by her looks, unleſs we 
could fee her face. 

L. Seer, Well, if Mrs Evergreen does take ſome 
pains to repair the ravages of time, ſhe certainly effects 
it with great ingenuity, and ſurely that's better than the 
careleſs manner in which the widow Oaker chalks her 
wrinkles. 

dir Benj. Nay, now my Lady Sneerwell, you are too 
ſerere vpon the widow— Come, it is not that the paints fo 
ill, but when ſhe has finiſhed her face, ſhe joins it ſo badly 
tO her neck, that ſhe looks like a mended ſtatue, in which 
the connoiſſeur may ſce at once, that the head is modern, 
though the trunk's antique. 

Crab, What do you think of Miſs Simper ? 

Sir Ben. Why ſhe has pretty teeth. 

L. Teax. Yes, and upon that account never ſhuts her 
01h, but keeps it always a jar, as it were, thus (/ews 
LY terth.) 

Ones. Ha, ha, ha. 

Wer Teaz, And yet, I vow that's better than the pains 

* Prin takes to conceal her loſſes in front; —ſhe draws 
4 er mouth ill it reſembles the aperture of a poor- -box, and 
all her words — to ſlide out edge-ways, as it were, 
16 — 

*© tiow de you 4, madam ?—Ves, madam. 

I. Guter. Ha, ha, ha; very well, Lady Teazle—I vow 
You #ppear to be a little levere. 

L. Lax. In defence of a friend, you know, it is but 


: 


FOR SC AN 91 
juſt.— But here comes Sir Peter to ſpoil our pleaſantry. 
Enter Sir PETER, 

Sir Pe. Ladies, your ſervant—— mercy upon me. 
The whole ſet—a character dead at every ſentence, 

[ Hide, 

Mrs Cand. They won't allow good qualities to any 
one—not even goon nature to our friend Mrs Purſey. 

Crab. What! the old fat Cowager that was at Mrs 
Quadrille's laſt nicht. 

Mrs Cand. HerQuulk is her misfortune; and when ſhe 
takes fuch pains to get rid of it, you ought not to reflect 
on her, 

L. Sneer. That's very true, indeed 

L. {eaz, Yes,—I'm told ſhe abſolutely lives upon acids 
and ſmall whey, laces herſelf with pullies z—often, in 
the hotteit day in Summer, you hall ſee her on a little 
ſquat poney, with her hair platted and turned up like a 
drummer, and away ſhe gocs puffing round the ring in a 
full crot. 

Sir Pet, Mercy on me! this is her own relation; a per- 
ſon they dine with twice a week. [ 4/ides 

Mrs Cand. | vow you ſhan't be ſo ſevere upon the dow- 
ager; for let me tell you, great allowances are to be made 
for a woman who ſtrives to paſs for a flirt at fix and 
thirty, 

1 Though ſurely ſhe's handſome ſill ; and for 
the weakneis in her eyes, conſidering how much ſhe reads 
by candle light, 'tis not to be wondered at. 

Mrs Cand. Very tiue; and for her manner, I think it 
very graceful, conſidering ſhe never had any education; 
for her mother, you know, was a Welch milliner, and her 
father a ſugar-baker at Briſtol, 

Sir Benj, Aye, you are both of ye too good natured, 

Mrs Caud. Well, I aever will join in the ridicule of 2 
friend; ſo I tell my couſin Ogle, and ye all know what 
preicnhouns ſhe has to beauty, 

Crab, She has the oddeſt countenance—a collection of 
feoturcs tom all corners of the globe. 

Sir Benj. She has, indeed, an Iriſh front. 

Cr, Caii:docian lucks, 

dir Beuf. Dutch noſe, 

Cr40. Auſtrian lips. 

dir Benj. Yhe complexion of a Spaniards 

Crab. And tceth a la Chinaiſe, 
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Sir Benj. In ſhort, her face 1eſembles a table droit at 
Spa, where no two gueſts are of a nation, | 

Crab, Or a Congreſs at the cloſe of a general war, 
where every member icems to have a different intereſt, 
__ the nole and chin are the only parties likely to join 
iſſue. 
Sir Benj. Ha, ha, ha. 
L. Sneer. Ha, ha.— Well, I vow you are a couple of 
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*provokin g toads. 


11/8 Mrs Cand, Well, I vow you ſhangy carry the laugh ſo, 
1 —let me tell you, that Mrs Oagle— 

Sir Pet. Madam, madam, tis impoſſible” to ſtop thoſe | 
good gentlemens' tongues; but when | tell you, Mrs 
Candour, that the lady they are ſpeaking of is a particular 
friend of mine, 1 hope you will be io good as not to under» 4 

h 


take her defence. 

L. Sneer. Well ſaid, Sir Peter; but you are a cruel 
creature, top phleg matic yourſelf for a wit, and too peeviſh 
to allow it to others. | 

Sir Pet, 'True wit, madam, is more nearly allied to 
good nature than you are aware of, 


L. Zeaz, True, Sir Peter; | believe they are ſo near 8 
a kin that they can never be united. 

Sir Benj. Or rather, madam, ſuppoſe them to be man 7 
and wife, one ſo ſeldom ſees them together, 

L. Tex. But Sir Peter is ſuch an enemy to ſcandal, 1 
I bel eve he would have it put down by parliam-at, 1 


Sir Pet, *Foregad, madam, if they conlidered the 
ſporting with reputations of as much conſequence as 
poaching on manors, and paſſed an act tor the preſervation | 
of fame, they would find many would thank them for 


14 | the bill. 1 
1 L. Snzer. O lud Sir Peter would deprive us of our 


Sir Pet, Ves, madam; and none ſhould then have the 
| liberty to kill characters, and run down reputations, but 
| priviieged old maids, and 4i/afpointed widows, 

L. Suter. Co, you monſter! 

Mis Cand. But ſurely you would not be lo ſevere on 
thole who only report hat they hcar ? | 

Sir Pet. Yes, madam, I would have lad for them too; "A, 
and Wherever the drawer of the lie was not to be found, To 
the injured party ſhould have 'a right to come on any of ha 
| the indorſers. | 
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Crab. Well, I verily believe there never was a ſcandal- 
ous ſtory without ſome foundation. , 

Sir Pet. Nine out of ten are formed on ſome malicious 
invention, or idle repreſentation. 


L. Sncer. Come, ladies, ſhall we fit down to cards in 
the next room? 


Enter a SERVANT, who whiſpers Sir PETER. 


Sir Pit. I'll come direaly--—T]1 ſteal away unper- 
ceived, [ 4/ide. 
L. Snerr. Sir Peer, you're not leaving us. 
Sir Pet. I beg pardon, ladies, 'tis particular buſineſs, and 
I muſt—But 1 leave my character behind me. [ Exit. 

Sir Benj, Well, certainly Lady Teazle, that lord of 
yours 15 a ſtrange being ; 1 could tell you ſome ſtories of 
him would make you laugh heartily, if he was not your 
huſband. 

L. Trax. Oh, never mind that— This way. 

| [ They walk up and exeunte 

Jo. You take no pleaſvre in this ſociety, 

Mar. How can |? If to raiſe a malicious fmile at the 
misfortunes and infirmities of thoſe who are unhappy, be 
a proof of wit and humour, Heaven grant me a double 
portion of dulneſs. | 

Jeſ. And yet they have no malice in their hearts. 

Mar. Then it is the more inexcuſable, ſince nothing but 
an ungovernable depravity of heart could tempt them to 
ſuch a practice. 

Jo}. And is it poſſible, Maria, that you can thus feel for 
others, and yet be cruel to me alone ls hope to be 
denied the tendereſt paſſion ? 

Mar. Why will you perſiſt to perſecute me on a ſubject 
on which you have long fince known my ſentiments, 

Jo. Oh, Maria, you ſhould not be thus deaf to me, but 
that Charles, that libertine, is ſtill a favoured rival. 

Mar. Ungenreroully urged! but whatever my ſentiments 
are, with regard to that unfortunate young man, be aſ- 
tured, I ſhall not conſider myſelf more bound to give him 
up, becauſe his misfortunes have loſt him the regards— 
even of a brother Going out. £ 

Jo. Nay, Maria, you thall not leave me with a frown 
by all that's honeſt I fivear—\ Kneels, and ſees Lady 
Teazle entering bebind.] Ah! Lady Teazle, ah! you 
ſhall not ſtir—| Te Maria] —I have the greateſt regard in 


22 THE SCHOOL 


the world for Lady Teazle, but if Sir Peter was once to 
ſuſpect 

Mar. Lady Teazle— 

L. Teax. What is all this, child? You are wanting. in 
the next room. [EA Maria] — What is the meaning 
of all this? What! did you take her for me ? 

Zoſ. Why, you muſt know—Mar.i—by ſome means 
ſulpeting—the—great regard 1 entertain for your lady- 
ſhip—was—was—threatening—if I did not deſiſt, to ac- 
_m_— Sir Peter=——and I-Il—was Quit reaſoning with 

CT ——— 

L. Tea. You ſeem to have adopted a very tender 

method. of reaſoning—pray, do you utuaily argue on 
your knees ? 
Je. Why, you know ſhe's but a child, and I thought a 
little bombaſt might be uſeful to keep her ſilent.— But, 
my dear Lady Teazle, when will you come and give me 
your opinion of my library. 

L. Teaz. Why, I ieally begin to think it not ſo proper; 
and you know I admit y.u as a lover no farther than 
faſhion dictates. 


Jo. Oh, no more;—a- mere Platonic Ciciſbeo, that. 


every lady is entitled to. | 

L. Teax. No ſurther——and though Sir Peter's treat- 
ment may make me uneaſy, it ſhall never provoke me 

Js. To the only revenge in your power, 

L. Teaz. Go, you inſinuating wretch——but we ſhall 
be miſſed, ler us join the company, 

Zo. IL follow your ladyſhip. 

L. Teaz. Don't ftay long, for I promiſe you Maria 
ſhan't come to hear any more of your reaſoning. [ Exit 


Je. A pretty ſituation I am 11—by gaiving the wile 


J Hall loſe the heireſs. | at firſt intcn.icd to make 


her ladyſhip only the inſtrument in my deſigns on Maria, 


but, don't kaow how it is | am become her 
ſerious admirer. I begin now to wiſh I had not made a 
point of gaining ſo very good a character, for it has 
brought me into ſo many confoun ed 10gueries, that I 
tear 1 ſhall be expoſed at laſt, [ Exit, 


SCENE, Sir Perzz Teazie's Houſe. 
Enter Sir OLIVER and RO LEY, 
Sir Oliv. Ha, ha, and fo my old fend is marries at 
lait, ch Rowley, —and to a young wile ou; of the Country, 


ry, 


gland a thouſand 
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ha, ha, ha. That he ſhould buff to old batchelors ſo 
long, and fink into a huſband at laſt. 

Roaul. But let me beg of you, fir, not to rally him upon 
the ſubject, for he cannot bear it, though he has been 
married theſe ſeven months, 

dir Oliv. Then he has been juſt half a year cn the ſtool 
of repentance, Poor Sir Peter!——But you ſay he has 
entirely given up Charles—never ſees him, eh? 

Roaul. His prejud ce agaiaſt him is aſtoniſhing, and [ 
believe is greatly aygravated by a ſuſpicion of a connec. 
tion between Cvarl& and Lady Teazle; and ſuch a report 
I know has been circulated and kept up, by mrans of 
Lady Sneerwell, and a ſcandalous party who aſſociate at 
her houſe; where, | am convinced, it there is any partiality 
in the ca'e, Joſeph is th- favourite. 

Sir Oliv. Aye, aye———l know there are a ſet of miſ- 
chievous prating goſſips, both male and female, who 
murder characters to kill :1me, and rob a young fellow of 


his good name, before he has enſe enough to know the 


value of it: But Jam nat to he prejudiced againſt my 
nephew by any ſuch, I promiſe ou — No, no, if Charles 
has done nothing falſe or mean, I ſhall compound for his 
extravagance. 

Roxwl. | rejoice, fir, to hear you ſay ſo; and am hap- 
py to find the ſon of my old maiter has one friend lett, 
however, 

Sir OY. What! ſhall I forget, maſter Rowley, when 
I was at his years myſelf; egad, neither my brother 
nor | were very prudent youths, and yet, I believe, you 
have not ſeen many better men than your old maſter was, 

Regel. ? Tis that reflection I Luild my hopes on—and, 
my lite on't! Charles will prove deſerving of your kind- 
ueſs.— But here comes Sir Peter. 

Enter Sir PETER, 

Sir Pet. Where is he? Where is Sir Oliver ?—— Ah, 
my dear friend, I rejoice to ſee you. — Von are welcome 
— indeed you are welcome — you are welcome to En- 
and a thouſand times! - 

Sir Oliv. Thank you, thank you, Sir Peter——and I 
am glad to find you fo well, believe me, 

Sir P.. Ah, Sr Oliver!—It's ſixteen years ſince laſt we 
ſaw each other——many a bout we have had together in 
our time! 


Sir Oliv, Aye! I have had my ſhare,——But what, 
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I find you are married—hey old boy !==Well, well, Ii 
< can't be helped, and ſo I wiſh you joy with all my Mr; 
eart, 

Sir Pet. Thank you, thank you—Yes, Sir Oliver, I 
have entered into that happy ſtate but we won't talk 
of that now, « 

Sir Ohv, That's true, Sir Peter, old friends ſhould 
not begin upon grievances at their firſt meeting, no, no, 
no, 

Roaul. [ Afide to Sir Oliver] Have, a care, fir ;z—don't 
touch upon that ſubject. 

Sir Oliv. Well, ———=#0 one of my nephews, I find, is 
a wilk young rogue. | 

Sir Pet, Oh, my dear friend, I grieve at your diſap- Ich 
pointment there, —Charles is, indeed, a ſad libertine— FD 
but no matter, Joſeph will make you ample amends— | hz 
every body ſpeaks well of him. ar 

Sir Oliw. Jam very ſorry. to hear it; he has too good a b. 
character to be an honeſt fellow. Every body ſpeaks well di 
of him——pſhaw—then he has bowed as low to knaves m 
and fools, as to the honeſt dignity of genius and virtue. M 

Sir Pet. What the plague! are you angry with Joſeph 
for not making enemies ? 

Sir Oliv. Why not, if he has merit enough to deſerve ff th 
them. in 

Sir Pet. Well, well, fee him, and you'll be convinced. 
how worthy he is.— He's a pattern for all the yourg men of] lit 
the age —He's a man of the nobleſt ſentiments, al 

Sir Oliv. Oh! plague of his ſentiments—If he ſalutes} pt 
me with a ſcrap of morality in his mouth, 1 ſhall be ſick c4 
directly.— But don't however miſtake me, Sir Peter, I 
don't mean to defend Charles's errors; but before I form h. 
my judgment of either of them, I intend to make a trial ip 
of their heaits, and my friend Rowley and I have planned 
ſomething for that purpoſe, kt 

Sir Pe!, My life on Joſeph's honour, hi 

Sir Oliv, Well, well, give us a bottle of good wine, C 
and we'll drink your lady's health, and tell you all ourf ro 
ſchemes. | 

Sir Pet. Alons—donc. ; 

Sir Oliv, And don't, Sir Peter, be too ſevere againſt fp 
your old friend's fon—Odds my life, I am not ſorry hel v: 
has run a little out of the courſe—for my part, I hate ta w: 
ſee prudence clinging to the green ſuckers of youth; tis 
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well, Hike ivy round the ſaplin, and ſpoils the growth of the 
| my Free. [ Zxeunt, 


r, I „ 
SCENE, Sir PerTtr's Houſe. 


Enter Sir PETER, Sir Oliver, and RowLeYs 


Sir Pę TER. 
ELL, well, we'll fee this man firft, and then have 
our wine afterwards.— But Rowley, I don't ſee the 
jeſt of your ſcheme. 
Riwwl. Why, fir, this Mr Stanley was a near relation of 
iſap- their mother's, and formerly an eminent merchant ia 
ne— {| Dublin—he failed in trade, and is greatly reduced; he 
ds— has applied by letter to Mr Surface and Charles for aſſiſt- 
ance—-from the former of whom he has received nothing 
od a but fair promiſes ; while Charles, in the midſt of his own 
well I diſtreſſes, is at preſent endeavouring to raiſe a ſum of 
1aves | money, part of which I know he intends for the ule of 
be Mr Stanley. 
rſeph ] Sir Oliv. Aye—he's my brother's ſon, 
Rowl. Now, fir, we propoſe, that Sir Oliver ſhall viſit 
ſerve | them both, in the character of Mr Stanley; as I have 
informed them he has obtained leave of his creditors to 
inced [wait on his friends in perſon—znd in the younger, be- 
en off lieve me, you'll find one, who, in the m6 of ciflipation 
and extravagance, has flill, as our immortal bard ex- 
1lutesf preſſes it, A rear of pity, and a hand ver «s day for nel 
e ſick charity. 
ter, I Sir Pet, What ſignifies his open hand and purſe, if 
form} has nothing to give. But where is this perſon you wee 
trial ipeaking of ? 
inned Rowl. Below, fir, waiting vour commands —You mutt 
know, Sir Oliver, this is a friendly fe; one who, to do 
him juſtice, has done every thing in his power to ati it 
wine, ] Charles Who waits -- [ Enter @ /ervant] deſite Mr \j-ics 
I! our ro walk up, [ Exit er 
Sir Pat. But how are you ſure he'll ſpeak truth? 

. Rowl, Why, ſir, I have perſuaded him, there's no pro. 
gainſl} ſpect of his being paid ſeveral ſums of money he has a4. 
ry he} vanced for Charles, but through the bounty of Sir Oliver, 
ate tof who he knows is in town; therefore you may depend on 
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his beiag faithſul to his intereſt---Oh! here comes the 
honeſt Iſraelite. 


Enter Mos Es. 
Sir Oliver, this is Mr Moſes. 
Sir Oliver. | 


Mr Moſes, this i 


el 


Sir Oliv. I underſtand you have lately had great deal. 
ings with my nephew Charles, : 
Mof. Yes, Sir Oliver, I have done all I could for bim? 
but he was ruined before he came to me for aſſiſtance Won 
Sir Oliv, That was unlucky truly, for your had no open 
portunity of ſhewing your talent, 13 s 
Mei. None at all; I had not the pleaſure of knowingſſexc 
his diftreſſes, till he was ſome thouſands worſe than no- e 
thing. s 
Sh Oliv. Unſortunate indeed! But I ſuppoſe you haveſ'2 
done all in your power for him. 
Me. Yes, he knows that=——This very evening I wagy<o' 


to have brought him a genileman from the city, who does 
not know him, and will advance him ſome monies, 4 
Sir Pet, What! a perſ>n that Charles has never bor- at 
rowed money of before, lend him any in his prelent cir. Jen 
cumſtances. dil 
N. Les —— | do 
Sir Oliv, What is the gentleman's name? 
Af. Mr Premium, of Crutched Friars, formerly a m: 
broker. | 
Sir Pet. Does he know Mr Premium ? 
M.. Not at all. | bu 
Sir Pet. A thought ſtrikes me — Suppoſe, Sir Oliver, 
you was to viſit him in that character; "twill be much 
better than the romantic one of an old relation; you will | 
then have an opportunity of ſecing Charles in all his is 


glory. i N — 
Sir Oliv, Fgad I like that idea better than the other, 
and then I may viſit Joſeph afterwards as old Stanley. bu 


Rabl. Gentlemen, this is teking Charles rather una- 
wares; but, Moſes, you underſtand Sir Oliver, and I dare IW. 
ſay will be faithful, 

Mel. You may depend upon me. — This is very near a | 
the time I was to have gone. la; 

Sir Oliv. I'll accompany you as ſoon as you pleaſe, 
Moſes—But hold —I had forgot one thing how the 


plague ſhall I be able to paſs for a Jew ? ye 


Me, There is no need——the principal is a Chriſtian, I hi 
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Sir Ov. Is he? I am very ſorry for i. — But then 
1 = ya I not too ſmartly dreſſed to look like a moncy 
ender 

Sir Pet. Not at all—it would not be out of character if 
you went in your own chariot; would it, Moſes ? 

Mal. Not in the leaſt. 

Sir Oliv, Well, but how muſt I talk ? There's certainly 
ome cant of uſury, or mode of treating, that I ough: to 
now, 

Sir Pet. As I take it, Sir Oliver, the great point is to be 
xorbitant in your demands,—-Eh, Moles ? | 
Me/. Ves, dat is very great point. 

Sir Old. Tl anſwer for't ['Il not be wanting in that, 
ight or ten per cent, on the loan at leaſt. 

/. Oh! if you aſk him no more as dat you'.l be diſ- 
covered immediately. | 

Sir Oliv. Hey, what the plague—how much then? 

Io. That depends upon the circumſtances if he 
appears not very anxious for the ſupply, you ſhould require 
only forty or fifty per cent. but it you find him in great 
Ciltreſs, and he wants money very bad—you mult atk 
double. | 

Sir Pet. Upon my wore, Sir Oliver—Mr Premium 1 
mean—it's 2 very pretty trade you're learning. 

Sir Oliv. Truly | think ſo; and not unprofitable, 

Meof. Then you know you have not the money youre'f, 
but are forced to borrow it of a friend, 

Sir Oliv, Oh! I borrow it for him of a friend—do I ? 

Me/. Yes, and your friend's an unconſcionabe dog 

but you can't help dat. 
1s ag Oliv, Oh! my friend's an unconſcionable dog — 
—he ? 

MJ. And then he himſelf has not the monies by him, 
but is forced to fell ſtock at a great loſs. 

Sir O/tv, He's forced to ſell ſtock at a great loſs, —— 
well, really, that's very kind of him. 

Sir Pet. But hark'ye, Moſes, if Sir Oliver was to rail 
a little at the annuity bill, -don't you think it would have 
a good effect. | 

M/. Very much. 

Roaul. And lament that a young man mult now come to 
years of diſcretion, before he has it in his power to ruin 
himſelf, 
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My). Aye! a great pity. | 

Sir Pet. Yes, and abule the public for allowing merit te 
a bill, whoſe only object was to preſerve youth and inex 
petience from the rapacious gripe of uſury, and to give the 
young heir an opportunity of enjoying his fortune, without 
being ruined by coming into poſſeſſion. 

Sir Oliv. 80, —fo, Moſes ſhall give me further in 
itruCtions as we go together, 

Sir Pet, You'll ſcarce have time to learn your trade, fo 
Charles lives bot hard by. 

Sir Oliv, Oh! never fear—my tutor appears ſo able 
that tho' Charles lived in the next ſtreet, it muſt be mij 
own fault if 1 am not a complete rogue before I have 
turned the corner, [ Exeunt Sir Oliver and Moſes 

vir Pet. So Rowley, you would have been partial, anc 
given Charles notice of our plot. | 

Rexul. No indeed, Sir Peter. 

Sir Pet. Well, I ſee Maria coming, I want to have ſome 
talk with her, [ Exit Rowley 
Enter MARTLIA. 

So Maria, What, is Mr Surface come home with you 

Mar. No, fir, he was engaged. 

Sir Per, Maria, I wiſh you were more ſenſible to his 
excellent qualities, does not every time you are in hi 
company convir.ce you of the merit of that amiable young 
man r 

Mar. You know, Sir Peter, I have often told you, that 
of all the men who have paid me a particular attention 
there is not one I would not ſooner prefer, than Mr Surface 

Sir Pet, Aye, aye, this blindneſs to his merit proceed: 
from your attachment to that proffigate brother of his. 

Mar. This is unkind; you know, at your requeſt, 
have forborn to ſee or correipond with him, as I have long 
been convinced he is unworthy my regard ; but while my 
reaſon condemns his vices, my heart ſuggeſts ſome pity for 
his misfortunes, | 

Sir Per. Ah! you had beſt reſolve to think of him no 
more, but give your heart and hand to a worthier object. 

Mar. Never to his brother, 

Sir Pet. Have a care, Maria, I have not yet mace you 
know what the authority of a guardian is, don't force me 
to exert it. | 

Mar, I know, that for a ſhort time I am to obey you 


| as my father, — but mult ceaſe to think you ſo, when you 
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would compel me to be miſerable, [Exit in tears, 

Sir P-t Sure never man was plagued as Iam; I had not 
been married above three weeks, before her father, a heal, 
hearty man, died—on purpoſe, 1 believe, to plague me with 
the care of his daughter: but here comes my help mate, 
ſhe ſeems in mighty good humour; I wiſh 1 could teize 
her into loving me a little, 


Enter Lady TEAzZLE. 

L. Teas, What's the matter, Sir Peter? What have 
you done to Maria? It is not fair to quarrel and I not by. 

Sir Pet, Ah! Lady Teazle, it is in your power to put 
me into good humour at any time. 

L. Trax. Is it? I am glad of it for I want you to be in 
a monſtrous good humour now; come, do be good humour- 
ed, and let me have two hundred pounds. 

Sir Pet. What the plague! can't I be ina good humour 
without paying for it hut look always thus, and you ſhalb 
want for nothing. {Pulls out a pocket book) There, theie's 
two hundred pounds for you, (going to ki/s ) now ſeal me a 
bond for the repayment. - 

L. Teaz. No, my note of hand will do as well. 

[ Giving her Sand. 

Sir Pet, Well, well, I muſt be ſatisfed with that 
you ſhan't much longer reproach me for not having made 
you, a proper ſettlement—l intend ſhortly to _ you. 

L. Teax. Do you? You can't think, Sir Peter, how 
good humour becomes you; now you look juſt as you. did 
before I married you. 3 

Sir Pet. Dol indeed ? 

L. Traz Don't you remember when you uſed to walk 
with me under the elms, and tell me ſtories of what a gal- 
lant you were in your youth, and aſked me if I could like 
an old fellow, who could deny me nothing. 

Sir Pet. Aye, and you were ſo attentive and obliging te 
me then, 

L. Teax. Aye to be ſure I was, and uſed to take your 
part againſt all my acquaintance; and when my couſins 
Sophy uſed to laugh at me, for thinking of marrying a man 
old enough to be my father, and call youw-an ugly, fluff, 
formal old batchelor, I contradicted her, and ſaid 1 did not 
think you ſo ugly by any means, and that I dar'd ſay, yow 
would make a good fort of 8 huſband. 

1 8 | 
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Sir Pet, That was very kind of you— Well, and you 
were not miltaken, you have found it ſo, have you not? 
gut ſhall we always live thus happy 7 

L. Teax. With all my heart;—I'm—T don't care how 
ſoon we leave off quarrelling— provided you will own you 
are tired firft, | 

Sir Pet, With all my heart. 

L. Teaz. Then we thall be as happy as the day is long, 
and never, never—never quatrel more. 

Sir Pet. Never—never—never——and let our future con- 
teſt be, who ſhall be moſt obliging. 

L. Teax. Aye 

Sir Pet. But, my dear Lady Teazle—my love indeed 
you mult keep a ſtrict watch over your temper for, you 
know, my dear, that in all our diſputes and quarrels, you 
always begin firſt. 

L. Trax. No, no, Sir Peter, my dear, tis always ycu 
that begins. 

Sir Pet. No, no—no ſuch thing. 

L. Teaz. Have a care, this is not the way to live happy, 
if you fly out thus, | | 

Sir Pet. No, no *tis you, 

L. Teaz. No——'tis you. 

Sir Pet. Zounds II ſay 'tis you, 

L. Teaz. Lord! I never ſaw ſuch a man in my life 
juit what my couſin Sophy told me. 

Sir Pet. Your couſin Sophy is a forward, ſaucy, imper- 
tineat minx. 

L. Tea. You are a very great bear, I am ſure, to abuſe 
my relations, 

Sir Pet. But I am well enough ſerved. for marrying you 
—a pert, forward, rural coquette, who had refuſed half the 
honelt *{quires in the country. 

L. Trax. I am ſure I was a great fool for marrying you 
— a ſtiff, crop, dangling old batchelor, who was un- 

married at fifty, becauſe no body would have him. 

dir Pet. You was very glad to have me you never had 
ſuch an offer beſore. 

L. Teaz. Oh, yes I had there was Sir Tivey Terrier, 
who every body ſaid would be a better match; for his 
eſtate was full as good as yours, and=—he has broke his 
neck fince we were married. 

Sir Pet. Very---very well, madam---you're an ungrate- 
fal woman; and may plagues light on me, If I ever try 
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to be friends wich you again. — Von ſhall have a ſeparate 


maintenance. 

L. Trax. By all means a ſeparate maintenance. 

Sir Pct, Very well, madam — Oh, very well. Aye, 
madam, and I believe the ſtories of you and Charles 
—of you and Charles, madam, — were not without 
foundation. 

L. Teaz, Take care, Sir Peter; take care what you 
ſay, for I won't be ſuſpefted without a cauſe, I promiſe 

ou. | 

Sir Pet. A divorce 

L. Teaz. Aye, a divorce. | 

Sir Pet, Aye, zounds! I'll make an example of myſelf 
for the benefit of all old batchelors. 

L. Teax. Well, Sir Peter, I ſee you are going to be in 
a paſſion, ſo Þ'Il leave you, and when you come properly to 
your temper, we ſhall be the happieſt couple in the world; 
and never——never——quarrel mere, Ha, ha, ha! 

| Exit, 

Sir Pet, What the devil! can't I make her Carne 
neither.—l'Il after her—Zounds—ſhe muſt not preſume 
to keep her temper. No, no, — he may break my 
heart—but damn it — 'm determined ſhe ſhan't keep her 


temper. (Exit 
SCE NE, CuARLES's Houſe.. 
Enter TIF, Sir OrutyER, and Mos zs. 


Trip. This way, gen:lemen, this way. —Moſes, whats 
che gentleman's name? 8 


* 
% 


Sir Oliv. Mr Moſes, what's my name? ( Afide 
My. Mr Premium ——— _. 
Trip. Oh, Mr Premium,—very well. [ Exit, 


Sir Oliv, To judge by the ſervant; one would not 
imagine the maſter was ruined - Sute this was my brother's 
houle, | 

Mof. Yes, fir,—Mr Charles bought it of Mr Joſeph, 
with furniture, pictures, &c. juſt as the old gentleman left 
1t,—$1r Peter thought it a great piece of extravagance in 
him, 

Sir Oliv. In my mind, the other's œcoomy in ſelling it 
to him was more. reprehenſrble by half, 
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Enter Tr1P. 
Trip. Gentlemen, my maſter is very ſorry he has com- 
pany at preſent, and cannot ſee you. 4 


Sir Oliv. If he knew who it was that wanted to ſee him, 
perhaps he would not have ſent ſnch a meſſage, 

Trip. Oh! yes, I told him who it was—1 did not forget 
my lictle Premium, no, no. 

: * Oliv. Very well, fir; and pray what may your name 
e 

Trip. Trip, ſir; Trip, at your ſervice. 

Sir Oliv, Very well, Mr Trip—You have a pleaſant 
ſort of a place here, I gueſs. 

Trip. Pretty well—— There are four of us, who paſs our 
time agreeably enough—Our wages, indeed, are but ſmall, 
and ſometimes a little in arrear—— We have but fifty 
guineas a year, and find our own bags and bouquets. 

: * Oliv. Bags and bouquets !—Halters and baſtina- 
does 

Trip. Oh, Moſes, hark'ye—did you get that little bill 
diſcounted for me ? 

Sir Oliv. Wants to raiſe money too! Mercy on me!— 
He has diſtreſſes, I warrant, like a lord, and affects creditors 
and duns. , [ Afede, 

Mo. "Twas not to be done, jndeed, Mr Trip. 

| f Gives the note, 

Trip. No! Why I thought when my friend Bruſh had 
ſet his mark on it, it was as good aScaſh, | 

Mo/. No, indeed, it would not do. 

Trip. Perhaps you could get it done Ly way of 


annuity, 
Sir Oliv, An annuity !--A footman raiſe money by 
annuity !— Well ſaid luxury, egad. [ Aides 


M/. Well, but you mult iniure your place. 

Trip. Oh, VIV inſure my life, if you pleaſe. 

Sir Oliv. That's more than I would your neck. [Aſids. 

Trip. Well, but 1 ſhou!d like to have it done before this 
damn'd regitiry takes place; one would not wiſh to have 
one's name made public, 

Mof. No, certainly — But is there nothing you could 
Cepotit ? ; 

Trip. Why, there's none of my maſter's cloaths will fall 
very ſoon, 1 believe; but I can give a mortgage on ſome 


of his winter ſuits, with equity of redemption before Chriſt. 


mas—or a pe obit on his blue and filver, Now thele, 


11 fall 
ſome 
hriſt- 
thele, 
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with a few pairs of point ruffles, by way of ſecurity, 
( bell rings) coming, coming, Gentlemen, if you'l! walk 
this way, perhaps I may introduce you now. —— Moſes, 
don't forget the annuity—['ll inſure my place, my little 
fellow. 

Sir Oliv. If the man is the ſhadow of the maſter, this is 
the temple of diſſipation indeed,  [Exeunt, 


CHARLES, CARELEss, Sir Tory, and Gentlemen, dife 
covered drinking. | 


Char. Ha, ha, ha Fore heaven you are in the 
right—the degeneracy of the age is aſtoniſhing ; there are 
many of our acquaintance who are men of wit, genious, 
and ſpirit, but then they won't drink. 

Care. True, Charles; they fink into the more ſub- 
ſant.al luxuries of the table, and quite neglect the bottle. 

Char, Right—beſides, ſociety ſuffers by it; for inſtead 
of the mirth and humour that uſed to mantle over a boitle 
of Burgundy, their converſation is become as inſipid as the 
Spa water they drink, which bas all the pertneſs of Cham- 
paigne, without its ſpirit or flavour, 

Sir Toby, But what will you ſay to thoſe who prefer play 
to the bottle ?!——There's Harry, Dick, and Careleſs him- 
ſelf, who are under a hazard regimen, 

Char. Pha! no ſuch thing—What, would you train a 
horſe for the courſe by keeping him from corn?—Let me 
throw upon a bottle of Burgundy, and I never loſez at 
leaſt I never feel my loſs, and that's the ſame thing. 

% Gent, True; beſides, *tis wine that determines if a 
man be really in love. 

Char. So it is——PFi]l up a dozen bumpers to a dozen 
beauties, and ſhe that floats at the top, is the girl that has 
bewitched you. | 

Care. But come, Charles, you have not given us your 
real favourite, | 

Char. Faith I have with-held her only in compaſſion to 
you; for if | give her, you muſt toaſt a round of her peers, 
which is impoſſible, % on earth. 

Care. We'll toaſt ſome heathen deity, or celeſtial goddeſs 
to match her. 

Char. Why then bumpers—bumpers all round 
Here's Maria—Maria,—( $:gh ) 

It Gent, Maria pſha, give us her ſirname. 
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Char, *Pſhaw——Hang her ſir- name, that's too ſormal 
to be regiſtered on love's kalendar. 

1/ Gent. Maria then,——Here's Maria. 

Sir Toby, Maria—Come, here's Maria. | 
Char. Come, Sir Toby, have a care; you mult give a 
beauty ſuperlative, 

Sir Toby, Then I'll give you=——Here's—— 
Care. Nay, never hefitate,—But Sir Toby has got a 
ſong that will excuſe him, 

Omnes, The ſong 


the ſong. 


8. 
Here's to the maiden of bluſhing fifteen, 
Now to the widow of fifty 
Here's to the flaunting extravagant queen, 
And then to the houſewife that's thrifty, - 
Let the taaft paſs, drink to the laſs, 
1 warrant fhe'll prove an txcuſe for the glaſi. 


Here's to the charmer whoſe dimples we prize, 
Now to the damſel with none, fir ; 
Here's to the maid with her pair of blue eyes, 
And now to the nymph with but one, fir. 
Let the toaſt paſs, & e. 


Here's to the maid with her boſom of ſnow, 
Now to her that's as brown as a berry; 
Here's to the wife with her face full of woe, 
And now to the damſel that's merry, 

Let the loaſt paſs, &c. 


For let them be clumſy, or let them be ſlim, 
Young or ancient | care not a feather ; 
So fill us a bumper quite up to the brim, 
And e'en Jet us toalt them together, 
Let 154 toaſi paſs, &c. 


Tir enters and whiſpers CHARLES. 
Char. Gentlemen, 1 muſt beg your pardon ; [ri/-ng] 
J muit leave you upon buſineſs—Careleſs, take the chair. 
Care. What, this is ſome wench—but we won't loſe you 
for her. : 
Char. No, upon my honour—It is only a Jew and a 
brcker that are come by appointment. 
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Care. A Jew and a broker! we'll have 'em in, 

Char. Then defire Mr Moſes to walk in. 

Trip. And little Premium too, fir. 

Care. Aye, Moſes and Premium. [Exit Trip] Charles, 
we'll give the raſcals ſome generous Burgundy, 

Char, No, hang it—wine but draws forth the natural 
qualities of a man's heart, and to make them drink, would 
only be to whet their knavery, 

Enter Sir OL1vER and Moses. 

Walk in, gentlemen, walk in; Trip, give chairs; ſit 
down Mr Premium, fit down Moſes. Glaſſes, Trip; 
eme, Moſes, I'll give you a ſentiment, “ Here's jucce/5 to 
uſury.” Moſes, fill the gentlemen a bumper, 

Me. Here's ſucceſs to uſury.” 

Care. True, Charles, uſury is induſtry, and deſerves to 
ſucceed. 

Sir Cv. Then here's © All the ſucceſs it deſerves.” 

Care. Oh, dam'me, ſir, that won't do; you demur to 
the toaſt, and ſhall drink it in a pint bumper at leaſt. 

Mof. Oh, pray, fir, conſider Mr Premium is a gentle- 
man, 

Care. And therefore loves good wine, and 'I ſee juſtice 
done to the bottle. — Fill Moſes a quart, 

Char, Pray, conſider gentlemen, Mr Premium is a 
ſtranger. 

Sir Oliv. I wiſh I was out of their company. [ Aſide. 

Care. Come along, my boys, if they won't drink with 
us we'll not ſtay with them; the dice are in the next 
room — You'll ſettle your buſineſs, Charles, and come 
to us. 

Char. Aye, aye. — But, Careleſs, you muſt be ready, 
perhaps I may have cccaſion for you. 

Care. Aye, aye, bill, bond, or arnuity, tis all the ſome 
to me, [ Exit with the reſt. 

Ma. Mr Premium is a gentleman of the ſtricteſt honour 
and ſecrecy, and always performs what he undertakes, —— 
Mr Premium, this 1——( formally ) | 

Char. *Pſhaw! hold your tongue My friend, Moſes, 
fir, is a very honeſt fellow, but a little ſlow at expreſſion 
—-| ſhall cut the matter very ſhort ; Pam aa extrava- 


gant young fellow that wants to borrow money ; and you, 
as [ rake it, are a piudent old fellow who has got money 
to jend l am ſuch a fool as to give fifty per cent. rather 
than go without it; and you, I ſuppoſe, are rogue enough 
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to take an hundred if you can get it. And now we under. 
ſtand one another, and may proceed to buſineſs without 
further ceremony. ; 

Sir Oliv. Exceeding frank, upon my word I ſee you 
are not a man of compliments, | 

Char. No, fir. | 

Sir Oliv. Sir, I like you the better for it—However you 
are miſtaken in one thing; I have no money to lend, 
but I believe I could procure you ſome from a friend; 
but then he's a damn'd unconſcionable dog ; is he not, 
Moſes ? | 

M/. Yes, but you can't help that. 

Sir Oliv. And then, he has not the money by him, but 
mult ſell ſtock at a great loſs. Muſt he not, Moſes ? 

Me. Ves, indeed=—You know I always ſpeak the 
truth, and ſcorn to tell a lie. 

Char. Aye, thoſe who ſpeak truth uſually do — And, 
fir, 1 muſt pay the difference, 1 ſuppoſe—— Why, look'ye, 
Mr Premium, I know that money is not to be had without 
paying for it. | 

Sir Oliv, Well—but what ſecurity could you give? 
You have not any land I ſuppoſe ? 

Char. Not a mole hill, nor a twig but what grows in 
bow- pots out at the windows, | 

Sir Ouv. Nor any ſtock, I preſume. 

Char, None but live ſtock, and they are only a few 
pointers and ponies. — But pray, fir, are you acquainted 
with any of my connections? 

Sir Oliv. To ſay the truth, I am. 

Char. Then you muſt have heard that TI have a rich 
old uncle in India, Sir Oliver Surface, from whom I have 
the greateſt expectations. 


Sir Oliv. I hat you have a wealthy uncle I have heard ;Þ 5: 


but how your expectations will turn out, is more, I believe, 
than you can tell. 

Char. Oh yes, Pm told I am a monſtrous favourite; and 
that he intends leaving me every thing, 

Sir Ou. Indeed! this is the firſt I have heard of it. 

Char. Yes, yes, he intends making me his heir 
Does he not, Moſes ? 

Mo/. Oh yes, ll take my oath of that. 

Sir Oliv. Egad they'll perſuade me preſently that 'm a 
Bengal. ( A/ade) 

Czar, Now, what I propoſe, Mr Premium, is to giv 
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you a feof obit on my uncle's life, Though, indeed, my 
uncle Nol has been very kind to me, and upon my ſoul, 
] ſhall be ſincerely forry to hear any thing has happened 
to him. | 

Sir Oi. Not more than I ſhould IT aſſure vou. ot 
the bond you mention happens to be the worſt iecu ity you 
could offer me, for | might live to be an hundred, and 
never recover the principal, 

Char. Ob, yes you could, for the moment he dies, you 
come upon me for the money, 

Sir O/:4v., Then I belicve | ſhou'd bethe moſt unwelcome 
dun you ever had in your ]:ife, 

Char. What, you are afraid, my little Premium, that 
my uncle is too good a life. 

bir Oli. No, inderd, 1 am not; though | have heard 
he's as heal, and as heariy, as any mau of his years in 
Chiiter dem. 

Char. Oh, there you are milinformed, No, ro, poor 
uncle Oliver! he breaks apace. The climate, fir, has hurt 
his conſtitution, and I'm told he's ſo much altered of late, 
that his neareſt relations dun't know him, 

Sir Oliu. No! ha, ha, ba; fo much altered of late, that 
his neareit relations would not know him. Ha, ha, ha, that's 
droll, egad. | 

Char. What, you are plealed to hear he is on the decline, 
my Intle Premium, 

Sir Oliv. No, IL am not. no, NO, NO, 

Char. Yes you ere, for it mends your chance. 


. 
— 


Sir Oliv. But lam told Sir Oliver is coming ver 
Nay, ſome ſay he is actually arrived. | 

Char, Oh, there you are miſin formed again -N 
no ſuch thing he is this Moment at Bengal. W bat! I] 
muſt certainly know better than vou. 

Sir O09. Very true, as you ſay, you muſt know better 
than]; though I have it from very good author 
Have | not, Motes? 

Mo. M undoubtedly, 

Sir O/zv. But, fr, as | underſtand you want a few hun- 
dreds immediateiy, is there nothing that you would diſpoſe 
ol? 

Char. How do you mean? 

Sir Ov, For inflance, now ; I have heard your father 
left behind him a great quent y of mally old plate, 
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Char. Yes, but that is gone long ago—Moſes can in- 
form you how, better than I can, 

Sir O/iv, Good lack! all the family race cups, and 
corporation bowls gone! (Aide. ) It was alſo ſuppoſed, 
that his library was one of the molt valuable and 
compleat, 

Char. Much too large and valuable for a private gentle- 
man: for my part, I was always of a communicative diſ- 
poſition, and thought it a pity to keep ſo much knowledge 
to myſelf, 

Sir Oliv. Mercy on me! knowledge that has run in the 
family like an heir-loom, | {/de.] And pray, how may 
they have been diſpoſed of ? 5 

Char. O! You muſt aſk the auctioneer that I don't 
believe even Moſes can direct you there. 

Mo/. No never meddle with books, 

Sir O. The profligate? | 4/ide.] And is there nothing 
you Can difpole ol ? 

Char. Nothing——unleſs you have a taſte for old family 
pictures. 1 have a whole room full of anceſtors above 
Rairs, : 

Sir Oliv. Why ſure you wou'd not ell your relations? 

Char. Every ſoul of them to the beſt bidder, 

Sir Oliv. Not your preat uncles and aunts, 

Char. Aye, and my grandſachers and grandmothers, 

Sir Oliv, I'll never forgive him this. [Aue.] Why! 
——vha:! Do you take me lor Sbylock in the play, 
to riſe money from me on your own fleſh and blocd ! 

Char, Nay, don't be in a paſſion, my little Premium 
wnat is it to you, if you have your money's worth? 

Sir O/zv, That's very true, as you ſay— Well, well, I 
belicvc I can diſpoſe of the family canvas, I Il never for- 
give him this, [ 4/41ts 

| Enter CARELESS, 

Care, Come, Charles, what the devil are you doing fo 
long with the broker —e are waiting for you. 

Char. Oh! Careleſs, you are juſt come in time, we are 
to have a ſale above ſlaits— ! am goirg to (ell all my an- 
ceſtors to little Premium. 

Care. Burn your anceſtors?! | 

Char, No, no, he may do that afterwards, if he will, 
But Careleſs, you ſhall be auctioncer. 

Care. With all my heart—l handle a hammer as well as 
a dice box a going a going, 
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Char. Bravo!——And Moſes, you ſhall be appraiſer, 
if we want one. 

NM. Yes, VII be the appraiſer, 

Sir Oliv, Oh, the profligate! Ale. 

Char. But what's the matter, my little Premium? You 
don't ſeem to reliſh this buſineſs. 

Sir Oliv. [ Afedting to laugb.] Oh yes, I do, vaſtly; 
ha, ha, ha, 1 Oh the profligate! [ 4/1e. 

Char. Very true; for when a man wants money, who 
the devil can he make free with if he can't with bis own 
relations, [ Exit. 


Sir Oliv. [ Pollowing.] 11! never forgive him. 


e IV. 
Enter CTnARLESs, Sir Oliver, CARELESSs, and Mos Es. 


CHARLES, 
ALK in, gentlemen, walk in; here they are—the 
family of the Surfaces up to the conqueſt. 

Sir Oliv. And, in my opinion, a goodly collection. 

Char. Aye, there they are, done 1n the true ſpirit and 
ſtyle of portrait paicting, and not like your modern Ra- 
phaels, who WII make your picture independent of yours 
lelf:—no, the great merit of theſe are, the inveterate 
likeneſs they bear to the originals. All ſtiff and aukward 
as they were, and Ike nothing in human nature befides, 

dir Oe. Oh, we ſhall never fee ſuch figures of men 
again, 

Char. I hope not — You fee, Mr Premium, what a 
domeitic man | am; here | fit of an evenirg ſurrounded 
by my anccftors But come, let us proceed to bu— 
fineſls ——> To your puipit, Mr Auctioneer -- Oh, here's 
a great chair of my tather's that ſeems fit for nothing 
Elle, 

Care, The very thing but what ſhall J do for a ham» 
mer, Charles? An auctioneer is nothing without a ham» 
mer. 

Char. A hammer! [let reund.] Let's ſee, what 
have we here—Sir Richard, heir to Robert—a genea« 
logy in full, egad Here, Careleſs, you ſhall have no 
common bit of mahogany ; here's the family tree, and 
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now you may knock down my anceſtors with their own 
pedigree, 

Sir Oliv. What an unnatural rogue he is! — An ex- 
pert facto parricide. [ Aide. f 

Care. Gad, Charles, this is lucky; it will not only 
ſerve for a hammer, but a catalogue too if we ſhould 
want it, 

Char. True—Come, here's my great uncle Sir Richard 
Ravelin, a marvellous good general in his day.—He ſerved 
in all the Duke of Marlborough's wars, and got that cut 
over his eye at the battle of Malplaquet Helis not 
Cr. ied out in feathers like our modern captains, but en- 
veloped in wig and regimentals, as a general ſhould be, 
What ſay you, Mr Premium ? 

Me. Mr Premium would have you ſpeak, 

Char, Why, you ſhall have him for ten pounds, and I'm 
ſure that's cheap enouzh for a ſtaff officer. 

Sir Oliv. Heaven deliver me! his great uncle Sir Rich- 
ard going for ten pounds Aide, J-Wcll, fir, I take him 
at that price. 

Char. Cateleſs, knock down my uncle Richard. 

Care. Going, going a going one. 

Ghar. This is a maiden ſiſter of his, my great aunt 
Deborah, done by Kneller, thought to be one of his beſt 
pictures, and eſleemed a very formidable likeneſs. There 
ihe fits, as a ſhepherdeſs feeding her flock.— You ſhall 
have her for five pounds ten, I'm ſure the ſheep are woith 
the money. 

Sir Oe. Ah, poor aunt Deborah! a woman that ſet 
ſuch a value on herſelf, going for five pounds te 
Lide. — Well, fir, the's mine, 

Char, Knock down my aunt Deborah, Careleſs, 

Care. Gone. 4 


Char, Here are two couſins of theirs—Moſes, theſe 


pictures were done wheu beauxs wore peilwigs, and ladies 
their own hair, 


Sir Oizy, Yes, truly—head dreiles ſeem to have been 


ſomewhat lower in thoſe days, 

Char, Here's a grandfather of my mother's, a judge 
well known on the welcrna circuit. What will you give 
tor him. 

Ms/. Four guineas. . 

Char, Four guineas! why you don't bid the price of 
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his wig. Premium, you have more reſpet for the 
woolſack ; do let me koock him down at fifteen. 

Sir Ouv. By all means, . 

Care. Gone, | 

Char. Here are two brothers, William and Walter 
Blunt, Eſqrs. both members of parliament, and great 
ſpeakers; and what's very extraordinary, I believe this is 
the firſt time they were ever bought or ſold, | 

Sr Ol, That's very extraordinary indeed !—1'll take 
them at your own price, for the honour of pailiament. 

Char. Well ſaid, Premium. 

Care. Vil knock 'em down at forty pounds—— Going 
—{010g——One, 

Char. Here's a jolly, portly fellow ; I don't know what 
relation he is to the family; but he was formerly mayor of 
Norwich, let's knock him down at-eight pounds, 

Sir Oliv. No. I think fix is enough for a mayor. 

Char. Come, comes make it guineas, and I'll throw you 
the two aldermen into the bargain, 

Sir Oliv. They are mine. 

Char, Careleis, knock down the mayor and alder- 
men, 

Care, Gone. 

Char. But hang it, we ſha!l be all day at this rate; 
come, come, give me three hundred pounds, and take all 
on this fide the room in a lunp — LThat will be the belt 
Way. 

Sir Oliv. Well, well, any thing to accommodate you; 
they are mine, But there's one portrait you have always 
paſled over. 

Care. What, that little ill looking fellow over the ſettee. 

Sir Oliv. Yes, fir, *tis that I mean—but I don't think 
hem fo ill coking a fellow by any means, 

Char. That's the picture of my uncle S'r Oliver —— 
Before he went abroad it was done, and is eſteemed a very 
great likeneſs. 

Cart. That your uncle Oliver! Then, in my opinion, 
you will never be friends, for he is one of the molt ſtern 
looking rogues I ever benel!; he has an untorgiving eye, 
and a damn'd dilinheriting countenance. Don't you think 
ſo, little Premium? 

Sir Oav. Upon my Hul [ do not, fir; I think it as ho- 
neſt a looking face as any in the room, dead or alive, 
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gut I ſuppoſe your uncle Oliver goes with the reſt of the 


lumber. 

Char, No, hang it, the old gentleman has been very 
good to me, and I'll keep his picture as long as I have a 
room to put it in, 

Sir Or. The rogue's my nephew after all—I forgive 


him every thing. [ A/de.] But, fir, J have ſome how taken 


a fancy to that picture. i 

Char. 1 am ſorry for it, maſter Broker, for you certainly 
won't have it.— What the devil, have „ou not got enough 
of the family. | 

Sir Oliv. 1 forgive him every thing. [ Zfde.] Look'vye, 
fir, Iam a ſtrange fort of a fellow, and when I take a whim 
in my head 1 don't value money: ÞIl give you as much 
for that as for all the reſt, 

Char. Pr'ytliee don't be troubleſome —I tell you I 
wen't part with it, and there's an end on't, 

Sir Oliv, How like his father the dog is——-T did not 
perceive it before, but | think I never ſaw ſo ſtrong a re- 
ſemblance, [ Aſide.] Well, fir, here's a draft for your ſum, 
[Giving a Bill.] 

Char. Why this bill 1s for eight hundred pounds, 

Sir Oliv. You'll not let Sir Oliver go, then, 

Char. No, I tell you once for all. 

Sir Oliv, Then never mind the difference, we'll balance 
that ſome other tim. But give me your hand; [pres 
it} you are a damn'd honeſt fellow, Charles O Lerd! 
I beg pardon, fir, for being ſo free— Come along, 

"Moſes. | | 

Char. But hark*'ye, Premium, you'll provide good 
lod gings for theſe gentlemen, (Going. ) 

dir Oli, I'll fend for 'em in a day or two. 

Char,'And pray let it be a genteel conveyance, for [ 
aſſure you moſt of them have been uſed to ride in their 
own Carriages, 

Sir O. I wi'l for all but Oliver. 

Char. For ali but the honeſt little Nabob, 

Sir Oliv. You are fixed on that, 

Char, Peremptorily. | 

Sir Oliv. Ah the dear extravagant dog! [ 4fide.] Good 
day, fir. Cume, Moſes——— Now let me tee who dares call 
him proflipate. [ Exit with Moles, 


Care. Why, Charles. this is the very prince of brokers, 
Char. I wonder where Moſes got acqualited with 


ich 
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ſo honeſt a fellow. But, Careleſs, ſtep into the com- 
pany ; Il wait on you preſently, I ſee old Rowley com- 
ing. 

1. . But hark'ye, Charles, don't let that fellow make 
you part with any of that money to diſcharge muſty old 
debts. Tradeſmen, you know, are the moſt impertinent 
people in the world, 

Char. rue, and paying them would only be encourage 
ing them. 

Care, Well, ſettle your bufineſs, and make what haſte 
you Can, : | [ Exit, 

Char, Eight hundred pounds! Two thirds of this are 
mine by right—Five hundred and thirty odd pounds! 
Gad, I never knew till now, that my anceſtors were ſuch 
valuable acquaintance. Kind ladies and gentlemen, I 
am your very much obliged, and molt grateful humble 
ſervart. | Bowing to the pictures. ] 

Enter ROWLEY. 
Ah! Rowley, you are juit come in time to take leave of 
your old acquaintances, 

Roaul. Yes, fir; | heard they were going. — But how can 
you ſupport ſuch ipirits under all your mistortunes ? 

Char. That's the cauſe, maſter Kowley ; my misfor- 
tunes are ſo many, that I can't afford to part with my 
ſpirits, 

X Rowl. And can you really take leave of your anceſtors 
with ſo much unconcern, 

Char. Unconcern! what, I ſuppoſe you are ſurprized 
that I am not more ſo rowful at loſing the company of ſo 
many worthy friends It is very diſtreſſing to be ſure; 


but you fee they never move a mulcle, then why the 
devil ſhould 1 ? 


NS. Ah, ceir Charles! 

Char. But come, | have no time for trifling z—here, 
take this bill and ger it changed, and carry an hundred 
pounds to poor Stauley, or we ſhall have ſomebody call 
that nas a better right to it. | 

Regel. An, fir, 1 wiſh you would remember the pro- 
Ver: 

Char. Be juſt before yeu are generous — Why, fo I 
wouid if | cou.d; but jultice is an old, lame, hobbling 


beldam, and | can't get her to keep pace with generoſity 
for the oul ot me. 


Ro ꝛul. Do, dear fir, reflect. 
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Char, That's ve:y tru-, as you ſay but Rowley, 
while I have, by heav'ns I'll give—(o damn your morality, 
and away to old Stanley with the money, [ Exeunt, 
Enter Sir OLIVER and Mosks. 

Mi. Well, ür, I think, as Sir Peter ſaid, you have 
ſeen Mr Charles in all his glory—'tis great pity he's ſo 
extravagant, | 

Sir Oliv, I rue—but he would not fell my piQure, 

Me. And loves wine and women ſo much, | 

Sir Oliv. But he would not ſell my picture, 

Mo And games ſo deep. 


Sir Oliv. But he would rot ſell my pifture,——Oh, 


here comes Rowley. | 
Enter RowLEY. 

Raul. Well, fir, I find you have made a purchaſe, 

Sir O/jy, Yes, our yourg rake has parted with his an- 
ceſtors like old tapeſtry, 

Row!l. Ard he has commiſſioned me to return you an 
hundred pounds of the purchaſe money, but under your 
fictitious character of old Stanley. 1] law a taylor and two 
hofiers dancing attendance, who, I know, will go unpaid, 
and the hundred pounds would juſt iatisfy them, 

Sir Oliv, Well, well, 1'!] pay his debts and his benevo- 
lence ioo - But now, I am no more a broker, and you ſhall 
introquce me to the elder trother as old Stanley. 

Euter TRI. 

Trip. Gentlemen, I'm forty I was not in the way to ſhew 
you out. Hark'ye, Moſes, [ Exit with Moles, 

Sir Oliv, There's a fellow, nox — Mili you be ieve it, 
that puppy intercepted the Jew on our coming, and wanted 
to raiſe money beſore he got to his walter, 

Rewl. lndecd! | 

Sir Oliv. And they are now planning an annuity buſi- 
neſs— Oh, matter Rowley, in ny eme f rvants were con- 
tent with the icllies of their ma ers, when they were wore 
a little threadvire; but now tiey have their vices, like 
their birth day cloaths, with the gloſs on. [Exit 
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72. J wonder ſhe did not write if ſhe could not come— 
J hope Sir Peter does not ſuſpect me—BRut Charles's dif- 
ſipation and extravagance are great points in my favour 
(Knocking at the door See if it is her. 

Serv. Tis Lady Teazle, fir; but ſhe always orders her 
chair to the milliner's in the next ſtreet. 

Jo/. Then draw that ſcreen my oppoſite neighbour is a 
maicen lady of fo curious a temper You nced not wait 
(Exit Servant. ) — My Lady Teazle, I'm afraid, begins to 
ſuſpect my attachment to Maria; but ſhe muſt not be 


acquainted with that ſecret till I have her more in my 
P Wer. 


Enter Lady TAZ LE. a 

L. Teaz, What, Sentiment in foliloquy !—Have you 
been very impatient now? Nay you look ſo grave, —-L 
allure you I came as ſoon I could. 

Zo/. Oh, madam, punctuality is a ſpecies of conſtancy—- 
a very unfaſhionable cuſtom among ladies, FR, 2 

I. Teaz. Nay, now you wrong me; I'm {ure you'd pity 
me if you knew my fituation—{ borh t. dir Peter really 
grows fo peeviſh, ard ſo ill-natured, there's no enduring 
aim; and then, to ſulpe&t me with Charles 

Jo). I'm glad my ſcandalous friends keep up that report. 

L. Teax. For my part, I wiſh Sir Peter to let Maria 
marry him Wou'dn't you, Mr Surface? 

Jeſ. Indeed I would not—{ 4#de.]—Ob, to be ſure ; 
and then my dear Lady Teazie would be convinced how 
groundleſs her ſuſpicions were, of my having any thoughts 
of the filly girl. | 

L. Teaz, Then, there's my friend Lady Sneerwell has 
propogated malicious {lories about me—and what's very 
provoking, all too without the leaſt foundation, 

Je. An! there's he milchief—for when a ſcandalous 
ſt ry is belicved avainit one, there's no comfort like the 
coniciouſneis of having deſerved it. 

L. Teaz. And io be continually cenſured and ſuſpected, 
when | know the integrity of my own heart —it would 
almoſt prompt me to give him ſome grounds for it. 

Fof. Certainly- for when a huſband grows ſuſpicious, and 
withdraws his confidence from his wite, it then becomes a 
part of her duty to endeivour to vut-wit him. Tou owe 
© to the natural privilege of your ſex, 
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L. Teax. Indeed! 

Je/. Ch yes; for your huſband ſhould never be deceived 
in you, and you ought to be frail in compliment to his 
diſcernment, 

L. Teax. This is the neweſt doctrine. 

Fo. Very wholeſome, believe me. 

L. Teaz. So, the only way to preventhis ſuſpicions, is to 
give him cauſe for them, 

Je. Certainly, 

L. Teaz. But then, the conſciouſneſs of my inno- 
cence 

J. Ah, my dear Lady Teazle, tis that conſciouſneſs 
of your innocence that ruins you, What is it that makes 
you imprudent in your conduct, and careleſs of the cen- 
ſures of the world The conſciouſreſs of your innocence, 
— What is it makes you regardleſs of forms, and in- 
attentive to your hutband's peace? — Why, the conſciouſ- 
neis of your innocence..-Now, my dear Lady Teazle, 
if you could only be prevailed upon to make a trifling 
faus pas, you can't imagine how circumſpect you would 

row. 
1 L. Teax. Do you think ſo? 

Jo}. Depend upon it, —Your caſe at preſent, my dear 
Lady Teazle, reiembles that of a perſon in a plethora 
you are abſolutely dying of too much health. 

L. Teax Why, indeed, if my underſtanding could be 
convinced 

Fe/. Your underſtanding !—Oh yes, your underſtand- 
ing /bould be convinced. Heaven forbid that I ſhould per- 

ſuade you to any thing you thought wrong. No, no, [ 
have too much honour tor that. 

L. Tea. Don't you thivk you may as well leave honou 
out of the queſtion ? [both ri/e.] 

Je. Ab! I lee, Lady Teazle, the effects of your 
country education ſtill remain. | 

L. Tea. I hey do, indeed, and I begin to find myſe! 


imprudent; and if I ſhould be brought to act wrong, it 


would be fooner from Sir Peter's ill treatment of me, than 
from your honourable logic, I aſſure you, 

Ji. Then by this hand, which is unworthy of. 
ſineeling, @ Servant enters. I— What do you want, you 
icoundrel? 

Serv. I beg pardon, fir=———l thought you would no! 
chuſe Sir Peter ſhould come up. 


FOR SCANDAL 2,.- +» 
Jeſ Sir Peter! { 
L. Trax. Sir Peter! Oh, I'm undone - What ſhall I 
do? Hide me ſomewhere, good Mr Logic. 


Joſ. Here, here, behind this ſcreen, (She runs behind the 


ſcreen) and now, reach me a book, [Sits down and reads, 
| Enter Sir PETER. 

Sir Pet. Aye, there he is, ever improving himſelf, — 
Mr Surface, Mr Surface. 

Jeſ. [AFeding to gape.] Oh, Sir Peter -I rejoice to 
ſee you] was got over a ſleepy book here—l am vaſtly 
glad to ſce you—-l thank you for this call. believe you 
have not been here ſince I finiſhed by library.. 
Books, books you know, are the only thing I am a cox- 
comb in, 

Sir Pet. Very preity, indeed= why, even your ſcreen is 
a ſource of knowledge—hung round with maps I ſee, 

% Yes, I find great uſe in that ſcreen, 

Sir Pet, Yes, yes, ſo you mult when you want to find 
any thing in a hurry. | 

7% Yes, or to hide any thing in a hurry. [ A/fede, 

Sir Pet. But, my dear friend, I want to have ſome private 
talk with you. 

Fof. You need not wait. [ Exit. Servant, 

dir Pit, Pray fit down—(beth fits) —My dear friend, 
I want to impart to you ſome of my diltreſſes—ln ſhort, 
Lady Teazle's behaviour of late has given me very great 
uneafineſs. She rot only diſſipates and deſtroys my fortune, 
but J have ſtrong reafons to believe ſhe has — an 
attachment elſewhere. 

Je. I am unhappy to hear it. f 

Sir Pet. Ye", and between you and me, I believe IJ have 
diſcovered the perſon. 

Jeſ. You alarm me exceedingly. | 

Sir Pet. I knew you would ſympathize with me. 

Je/. Believe me, Sir Peter, ſuch a diſcovery would 
affect me —juſt as much as it does you. 

Sir. Pet. What a happineſs to have a friend we can 
truſt, even with our family ſecrets Can't you gvels 
who it is? 


7e/. | havn't the moſt diſtant idea—It can't be Sir 
Be:i.jamin Backbite, | 

Sir Pet. No, no— What do you think of Charles? 

J. My brother! impoſſible II can't think he would 
be capable of ſuch baieneſs and ingratitude, 
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Sir Pet. Ah, the goodneſs of your own mind makes you 
ſlow to believe ſuch villany. 

7%. Very true, Sir Peter, —The man who 1s conſcious 
of the integrity of his own heart, is ever ſlow to credit 
another's baſeneſs. 

Sir Pet. And yet, that the ſon of my old friend ſhould 
practice againſt the honour of my family. 

Je. Aye, there's the caſe, Sir Peter, —When ingra- 
titude barbs the dart of injury, the wound feels doubly 


ſmart. 


Sir Pet, What noble ſentiments! — lle never uſed a 
ſentiment, ungrateful boy! that ] acted as guardian to, and 
who was brought up under my eye; and 1 never in my 
life refuſed him-——my advice. 

of. 1 don't know, Sir Peter, —he may be ſuch a man 
—1f it be ſo, he is no longer a brother of mine; I renounce 
bim. I diſclaim him. — Fer the man who can break 
through the laws of hoſpitality, and ſeduce the wife or 
daughter of his friend, deterves to be branded as a pelt of 
ſociety. | 

Sir Pet. And yet, Joſeph, if T was to make it public, I 
ſhould only be ſnecred and laughed at. n 

Je. Why, that's very true—— No, no, you muſt not 
make it public; people would talk 

Sir Pet. Talk !—-rtiey'd ſay it was all my own ſault; an 
old, doating batchelor, to marry a young gi. dy girl.— 
They'd paragraph me in the newipapers, and make ballads 
On me. 

Je. And yet, Sir Peter, I can't think that my Lady 
Teazle's honour: | 

Sir Pet. Ah, my dear friend, what's her honour, op- 

oſed againit the flattery of a hanovſome young fellow. 
oi Joſeph, ſhe has been upbraiding me of late, that ! 
have not made her a {ettlemen:; and 1 think, in our laſt 
quarrel, *the told me ſhe ſhould not be very ſorry if 1 
wis dead. Now, I have brought drafts of two deeds for 
your peruſal, and ſhe ſhall find, if J was to die, that J 
have not been inattentive to her welfare while living. By 
the one, ſhe will enjoy etght hundred pounds a year Cure 


ing wy life; and by the other, the bulk of my fortune 


after my death, 


Pf. This conduct is truly generous, ——T wiſh it mayn't 
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Sir Pet, But I would not have her as yet acquainted 
with the leaſt mark of my affection. 

Zoſ. Nor I——if I could help it. [ A/ide. 

Sir Pet. And now I have unburthened myſelf to you, let 
us talk over your affair with Maria, 

Jeſ. Not a ſyllable upon the ſubject now. (alarmed) 
Some other time; I am too much affected by your affairs, 
to think of my own, For the man who can think of his 
own happineſs, while his friend is in diſtreſs, deſerves to be 
hunted as a monſter to ſociety. 

Sir Pet. I am ſure of your affection for her. 

of. Let me entreat you, Sir Peter ———— 

Sir Pet. And _ you are ſo averſe to Lady Tea- 
z|e's knowing it, I aſſure you ſhe is not your enemy, and 
[ 2 ſenſibly chagrined you have made no further pro- 

reſs, 
, Fol. Sir Peter, I muſt not hear yOu=w——The man 
who Enter a Servant] What do you want firrah ? 

Serv. Your brother, fir, is at the door talking to a gentle. 
man; he ſays he knows you are at home, hat Sir Peter is 
with you, and he muſt fee you. | 

Jes. I'm not at home. 

Sir Pet. Yes, yes, you ſhall be at home. 

Fo. [Alter ſome heſitation.) Very well, let him come up. 

Exit Servant. 

Sir Pet, Now, Joſeph, I'll hide myſelf, and do you tax 
him about the affair with my Lady Teazle, and fo draw 
tie ſecret from him. 

Ze}. O fye! Sir Peter what, join in a plot to trepan 
my brother ! | 

Sir Pet. Oh aye, to ſerve your friend —beſides, if he 
is innocent, as you ſay he is, it will give him an oppor» 
tunity to clear himſelt, and make me very happy.—Hark, 

hear him coming —— Where ſhall L go? Benind this 
ſcreen —= What the devil! here has been one liſtener 
already, for ['l] ſwear | ſaw a petticoat. | 

Je. [Afeding to laugh } It's very ridiculous—Ha, ha, 

a,—a ridiculous affair, indeed —ha, ha, ha. 
Hark'ye, Sir Peter, [pulling bim afide.] though I hold a 
an of intrigue to be a molt deſpicable character, yet 
you know it does not follow, that one is to be an abſo- 
ute Joſeph neither, Hark'ye, tis a little French milli- 
ner, who galls upon me ſometimes, and hearing you 
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were coming, and having ſome character to loſe, ſhe 


flipped behind the ſcreen, 

Sir Pet. A French milliner! {/miling) Cunning rogue, 
Joſeph !—Sly rogue—But zounds, ſhe has over-heard every 
thing that has paſſed about my wife, 

Jes. Oh, never fear=—Take my word it will never go 
farther for her. | 

Sir Pet. Won't it ? 

7o/. No, depend upon it. ; 

Sir Pet, Well, well, if it will go no farther——But— 
where ſhall I hide myſelf ? | 

7Zo/. Here, here, ſlip into this cloſet, and you may over. 
hear every word, 

L. Teaz, Can I ſteal away. (Peeping ) 

Fo/. Huſh! huſh! don't ſtir. 

Sir Pet, Joſeph, tax him home (Peeping.) 

Je. In, in, my dear Sir Peter. 

L. Teag. Can't you lock the cloſet door. 

F:/. Not a word you'll be diſcovered. 

Sir Pet. Joſeph, don't ſpare him. 

Je. For heaven's ſake lie cloſe A pretty ſituation 
T am in, to part man and wife in this manner, ( ade, 

Sir Fel. You're ſure the little French milliner won't 
blab, 


Enter CHARLES. 
Char. Why, how now, brother, your fellows denied you, 


they ſaid you were not at home;— What, have you had: 


Jew ora wench with-you ? 
Jef. Neither, brother, neither. 
Char, But where's Sir Peter? I thought he was wit 
ou. | 
Jeſ. He was, brother; but hearing you was coming, he 
left the houſe, 

Char, What, was the old fellow affraid I wanted te 
borrow money of him! 

Jeſ. Borrow! no, brother; but I am ſorry to heat 
you have given that worthy man cauſe for great unea 
ſineſs. | 

Char. Yes, I am told I do that to a great many worth; 
men But how do you mean, brother ? 


Jeſ. Why, he thinks you have endeavoured to alienate 
the affections of Lady Teazle, ; : 

Char. Who, | alienate the affections of Lady Teaale 
— Upon my word he accuſes me very unjuſtly, What 
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has the old gentleman found out that he has got a young 
wife; or, what is worſe, has the lady found out thet ſhe has 
got an old huſband, 

Je. For ſhame, brother. 

Char, Tis true, I did once ſuſpect her ladyſhip had a 
partiality for me, but upon my ſoul I never gave her the 
leaſt encouragement ; for, you know my attachment was 
to Maria. F 

Je. This will make Sir Peter extremely happy 
But if the had a partiality for you, ſure you would not 
have been baſe enough 

Char. Why, look'ye, Joſeph, I hope I ſhall never de- 
liberately do a diſhonourable action; but if a pretty wo- 
man ſhould purpoſely throw herſelf in my way, and that 
pretty woman ſhould happen to be married to a man old 
enough to be her father ——— 

Je. What then? 

Char, Why then, I believe I ſhoald——have occaſion to 
Lorrow a little of your mor-licy, brother. 

Zo/. O fie, brother The man who can jeſt=— 

_ Char, Oh, that's very true, as you were going to ob- 
ſerve.——But ſoſeph, do you know that J am ſurpriſed at 
your ſuſpecting me with Lady Teazle, I thought you was 
always the favourite there, 

Fo/. Me! 

Char. Why yes, I have ſeen ycu exchange ſuch ſigni- 
ficant glances, 

FJ. Pſhaw! : 

Char, es | have; and don't you remember when I 
came in here, and caught you and her at 

Fo). 1 mult ſtop him. (A/ide.) (Stops his mouth.) Sir 
Peter has overheard every word that you have ſaid, 

Char, Sir Peter! where is he? — What, in the cloſet 
——"{oregad Ill have him out. 

Jo. No, no, (Stopping him.) 

Char, 1 will--Si: Peter Teazle, come into court. 

Enter Sir PETER, 
What, my old guardian turn inquifitor, and take evidence 
I cogs- 
Sic Pet, Give me your hand.—I own, my dear boy, I 
have ſuſpected you wrongf®lly ; but you mult not be angry 
with Joſeph; it was all my plot, and I ſhall think of you 
as long as I live for what 1 overheard, 
1 
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Char. Then 'tis well you did not hear more. Is it not, 
Joſeph ? 

Sir Pet. What, you would have retorted on Joſeph, 
would you ? 

. Char. And yet you might as well have ſuſpected him as 
me. Might he not, Joſeph ? 
Enter SERVANT. 

Serv. [Whiſpering Joleph.]—Lady Sneerwell, fir, is juſt 
coming up, and ſays ſhe muſt ſee you. 

oj. Gentlemen, I muſt beg your pardon ; I have com- 
pany waiting for me; give me leave to condu you down 

airs. 

Char. No, no, ſpeak to them in another room; I have 
not ſeen Sir Peter a great while, and I want to talk with 
him. | 1 

F:/. Well, I'll ſend away the perſon and return im- 
meczately, Sir Peter, not a word of the little French 
milliner. 2 [ Afiae and exit. 

Sir Per, Ah, Charles, what a pity it is you don't aſſo- 
ciate more with your brother, we might then have ſome 
hopes of your reformation ; he's a young man of ſuch ſenti- 


ments —- Ah, there's nothing it. he world ſo noble as a 


man of-ſentiment. 8 

Char. Oh, he's too moral by half; and ſo apprehenſive 
of his good name, that, I dare ſay, he would as ſoon let a 
prieſt into his houſe as a wench. | 

Sir Pet. No, no, you accuſe him wrongfully—Though 
Joſeph is not a rake, he is no ſaint, 

Char, Oh! a perfect anchorite=a young hermit. 

Sir Pet, Haſh, huſh ; don't abuſe him, or he may chance 


to hear of it again. 


Char, Why, you won't tell him, will you? 
Sir Pet. No, no, but——1 have a great mind to tell 
him. [Aſde.— [ems to bheftate— Hark'ye, Charles, 
have you a mind for a laugh at joſeph? | 

Char, | ſhould like it of all things—let's have it. 

Sir Pet. Gad I'll tell him —l'll be even with Joſeph 
for diſcovering me in the cloſet. —[ Aide. Hark'ye, 


Charles, he had a girl with him when J called. 


Char. Who, Joſeph | impoſlible ! 

Sir Pet. Yes, a little French milliner, [Tales him 79 the 
front.]—and the beſt of the joke is, ſhe is now in the 
room. | 


Char. The devil ſhe is Where? 
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Sir Pet. Huſh, huſh—dehind the ſcreen, 

Char. Ill have her out. 

Sir Pet. No, no, no. 

Char. Ves. 

Sir Pet. No. | 

Char. By the Lord I will-So now for it. 
Beth run up to the ſerten,—T he fereen falls, at the ſame time 

| JosEPH enters. 

Char. Lady Teazle, by all that's wonderful! 

Sir Pet. Lady Teazle, by all that's horrible! 

Char. Sir Peter, this is the ſmarteſt lictle French milliner 
I ever ſaw.—But pray what is the meaning of all this? 
You ſeem to have been playing at hide and ſeek here, and 
for my part, I don't know who's in or who's out of the 
ſecret Madam, will you pleaſe to explain ?— Not a word! 
—rother, is it your pleaſure to illuſtrate ? - Morality 
dumb coo !-—— Well, though [ can make nothing of it, I 
ſuppoſe you perſealy underitand one another, good folks, 
and ſo I'll leave you. Brother, I am ſorry you have given 
that worthy mau ſo much cauſe for uneafneſs—Sir Peter, 
there's nothing in the world ſo noble as a man of ſentiment, 
— ia, ha, ha! [ Exit, 

Je. Sir, Peter, notwithitanding appearances are againſt 
me—if—if you'll give me leave—Pll explain every thing 
to your ſatisfaction. 

Sir Pit If you pieaſe, fir. | 

Jof. Lady Teazle knowing my —Lady Teazle—] fay— 
knowing my pretenfions—to your ward—Maria—and— 
Lady "Teazle—l fay—knowing the jealouſy of my—of 
your temper— che called in here—in order that ſhe—chat I 
—might explain what theſe pretenſions were——And— — 
hearing you were coming—and—as I ſaid before - knowing 
the jealouſy of your temper—ſhe—my Lady Teazle—l ſay 
—went behind the ſcreen-and — This is a full and clear 
account of the whole affair. | . 

Sir Pet. A very clear account truly! and I dare ſay the 
Lady will vouch for the truth of every word of it. 

L. Teax. ¶ Advancing] For not one ſyllable, Sir Peter. 

Sir Pet. What the devil! don't you think it worth your 
while to agree in the lie? | 

L. Teax. There's not one word of truth in what that 
gentleman has been ſaying. 

Je). Zounds, madam, you won't ruin me! 
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L. Trax. Stand out of the way, Mr Hy pocrite, I'll ſpeak 
for myſelf. | 

Sir Pet, Aye, :y2—/!et her alone—ſhe'll make a better 
flory of it thart you did, | | 

L. Teag. I came here with no intention of liſtening to 
his addreſſes to Maria, and even ignorant of his pretenſions; 
but ſeduced by his inſidious arts, at leaſt to liſten to his 
addreſſeſs, if not to ſacrifice his honour, as well as my own, 
to his unwarrantable deſires. 

Sir Pet, Now I believe the truth is coming, indeed. 

Jo}. What! is the woman mad? 

IL. Teaz, No, fir, ſhe has recovered her ſenſes. Sir Peter, 
cannot expect you will credit me; but the tenderneſs you 
exprefied for me, when J am certain you did not know I 
was within hearing, has penetrated ſo deep into my ſoul, 
that could I have eſcaped the mortification of this diſ- 
covery, my future life ſhou]d have convinced you of my 
ſincere repentance, As for that ſmooth-tongued hypoerite, 
who would have ſeduced the wife of his too credulous 
friend, while he pretended an honourable paſſion for his 
ward, I now view him in fo deſpicabie a light, that I ſhall 
never again reſpect myſelf for having liſtened to his ad- 
dreſies. | ( Exit 

of. Sir Peter=Notwithſtanding all this Heaven is my 
witneſs 

Sir Pet. That you are a villain—and ſo I'll leave you to 
your meditations | 

Fe/. Nay, Sir Peter, you muſt not leave me — The 
man who ſhuts his ears againſt conviction —— 

Sic Pet, Oh, damn your ſentiments—damn your ſenti- 
ments. — Exit. Joſeph following, 


2. - 
SCENE, Joszen Surrace's Apartments, 


Enter JOSEPH and a SERVANT. 


: Joszyn. 
R Stanley !-why ſhould you think I would ſee 
Mr Stanley! you know well enough he comes in- 
treating for ſomething. | 
Serves They let him in before I knew of it; and old 
Rowley is with him. 
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Jof. Pſhaw, you blockhead ; I am ſo diſtracted with my 


own misfortunes, I am not in a humour to ſpeak to any 
one—-but ſhew the fellow up. [ £xit. Servant.) Sure for- 
tune never played a man of my policy ſuch a trick before 
My character ruined with Sir Peter—my hopes of Maria 
loſt—l'm in a. pretty humour to hiten to poor relations 
truly.,—lI ſhan't be able to beſtow even a benevolent ſenti- 
ment on old Stanley, Oh, here he comes; I'll retire, and 
endeavour to put a litile charity in my face however, 

| [ Exit, 

Enter Sir OLIVER and RowLty, - 

Sir Oliv, What, does he avoid us? That was him, was 
it not ? | 

Rowl. Yes, fir ; but his nerves are too weak to bear the 
ſight of a poor relation: I ſhould have come firſt to break 
tie matter to him, 

Sir Oliv. A plague of his nerves—yet this is he whom 
Sir Peter extols as a man of a moſt benevolent way of 
thir king. | 

Kraul. Yes—he has as much ſpeculative benevolence as 
any man in the kingdom, though he is not fo ſenſual as to 


indulge himſelf in the exerciſe ot it. 


Sir O/iv. Yet he has a ſtring of ſentiments, I ſuppoſe 
at his fingers ends. ** : 


Rowl. And his favourite one is, That charity begins at 
heme, 


Sir Oliv, And his, I preſume, is of that domeſtick ſort, 


. which never ſtirs abroad at all. 


Rowl. Well, fir, I'll leave you to introduce yourſelf as 
old Stanley; I mult be here again to announce you in your 
real character. 


Sir Oliv. True — and you'll afterwards meet me at 
Sir Peter's. 

Ro ol. Without loſing a moment. [Exit Rowley. 

Sir Oliv. Here he comes ! don't like the complai- 
ſance of his features. 

Enter los Ern. 

Te). Sir, your moſt obedieat; I beg pardon for keeping 
you a moment Mr Stanley, I preſume, 

Sir Oliv. At your ſervice, fir. | 

Je. Pray, be ſeatel, Mr Stanley, I intreat you, fir, 

dir Oliv. Dear fir, there's no occaſion, Too ceremoniĩ- 
ous by halt, [All 

Jy. Though I have not the pleaſure of your acquaint» 
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_ ance, I am very glad to ſce you look fo well. I think, Mr 
Stanley, you was nearly related to my mother, 

Sir Ou. | was, ir ; fo nearly, that my preſent poverty 
I fear may do ditcredit to her wealthy children, elſe I would 
not preiume to trouble you now. 

Je/ Ah, fir, don't mention that For the man who is in 
diſtreſs has ever a right to claim kindred with the wealthy; 
I am ſure | wiſh ] was of that number, or that it was in my 
power to afford you even a ſmall relief. 

Sir Oliv. If your uncle Sir Oliver was here, I ſhould 
have a friend. 5 

Jeſ. 1 wiſh he was, fir, you ſhould not want an advocate 
with him, believe me. 

Sir Oliv. I ſhould not need one, my diſtreſſes would 
recommend me. But 1 imagined his bounty had enabled 
you to be the agent of his charities, 

Je). Ah, fir, you are miſtaken ; avarice, avarice, Mr 
Stanley, is the vice of age; to be ſure it has been ſpread 
abroad that he has been very bountiful to me, but without 
the leaſt foundation, though I never choſe to conttadict the 
report, 


Sir Oliv. And has he never remitted you bullion, rupees, * 


or pagodas ? 1 if 

7ej. Oh, dear fir, no ſuch thing. I have indeed receiv= 
ed {one rifling preſents from him, ſuch as ſhawls, avada- 
vats, and India crackers ; nothing more, fir, 

Sir Oliv. There's gratitude for twelve thouſand pounds! 
Cid. ) Shawls, avadavats, and India crackers ! 

Fo). Then there's my brother, Mr Stanley; one would 
ſcarce believe what I have done for that unfortunate young 
Man. - 

Sir Oliv, Not I for one. (Ade). 

ef. Oh, the ſums I have lent him Well, *twas an 
amiable weakneſs ——-I muit own I can't defend it, though 
it appears more blameable at preſent, as it prevents me 
from ſerving you, Mr Stanley, as my heart directs, 

Sir Cv. Diflembier— ( Ade )—— Then you cannot 
aſſilt me. 

oj. 1 am very unhappy to ſay it is not in my power at 


preient but you may depend upon hearing from me when 


] can be of any ſervice to you. 
Sir Oh:v. Sweet, fir, you ate too good, 


Joy. Not at all, fir; to pity without the power to relieve, | 


is Hill more painful, than to aſk and be denied. Indeed, 


- 
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Mr Stanley, you have me deeply affected. Sir your moſt 
devoted; I wiſh you health and ſpirits, _ 
Sir Oliv. Your ever grateful and perpetual (bowing 
low) humble ſervant. _. | 
Je. I am extremely ſorry, fir, for your misfortunes 
Here, open the door——Mr Stanley, your molt 


devoted, 
Sir Oliv, Your moſt obliged ſervant, Charles, you are 
my heir. [ 4/ide, and exit. 


Jo/. This is another of the evils that attend a man's 
having ſo good a character It ſubjects him to the impor- 
tunity of the neceſſitous—the pure and ſterling ore of 
charity is a very expenſive article in the catalogue of a 
man's virtues; whereas the ſentimental French plate [ uſe, 
anſwets the purpoſe full as well, and pays no tax. [ Geing. 


Enter RoWLE Y. : 
Rowl. Mr Surface, your molt obedient; I wait on 
you from your uncle who is jult arrived, [Gives him a 
note.] - ? 


Je How! Sir Oliver arrived! Here, Mr * 


call back Mr Stanley. 

Rowl, It's too late, ſir, I met him going out of the 
houſe. | 

Jol. Was ever any thing ſo unfortunate! [Afide. | — 
I hope my uncle has enjoyed good health and ſpirits. 

Row!. Oh, very good, fir; he bid me inform you he'll 
wait on you within this half hour. 

Jeſ. Preſent him my kind love and duty, and aſſure him 
I'm quite impatient to ſee him. [| Bowing. ] 


Rowl. I ſhall, fir. [Exit Rowley. 
Fo}. Pray do, fir, C Bows. J=—This was the mot curſed 
piece of ill luck. [Exit Joſeph. 


SCENE, Sic Perza's Houſe, 


Enter Mr: CaN DñOUR and Mai. 
Maid. Indeed, madam, my lady wii! ſee no one at 
preſent. ; h 
Mrs Cand, Did you tell her it was her friend Mrs 
Candour ? | 
Maid. | did, madam, and ſhe be2s to be excu ed. 
Mrs Cand. Go again, for 1 am ture ſhe mult be greatly 


diſtreſſed. ¶ Exit Maid.) How provoking to be kept waic- 
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I am not miſtreſs of half the circumſtances :=I ſhall ( 
have the whole affair in the newſpapers, with the parties \ 
names at full length, before 1 have dropped the ſtory at a 
dozen houſes. 1 

\ Euter Sir BENJAMIN BACKBITE, 
Mrs Cand. Oh, Sir Benjamin, I am glad you are come; u 
have you heard of Lady Teazle's affair? Well, I never 
was fo ſurprized— and | am ſo diſtreſſed for the parties, t! 
Sir Benj. Nay, I can't ſay I pity Sir Peter, he was always k1 
ſo partital to Mr Surface. M 


Mrs Cand. Mr Surface! Why it was Charles, 
. Sir Benj. Oh, no, madam, Mr Surface was the gal- 
glants ho 
Mrs Cand. No, Charles was the lover; and Mr Surface, 1 yo 
to do him juſtice, was the cauſe of the diſcovery: he 
brought Sir Peter; and | 
Sir Benj, Oh, my dear madam, no ſuch thing; for I de: 


had it from one the 

Mrs Cand. Yes, and I had it from one, that had it from 

one that knew — : tha 

Sir Benj. And I had it from one 4 

Mrs Cand. No ſuch thing—But here comes my Lady upe 
 Sneerwell, and perhaps ſhe may have heard the patti- In | 
culars. N out 

| Enter Lady SNEERWELL. rect 


b L. Snter. Oh, dear Mrs Candour, here is a ſad affair ſwo 
about obr friend Lady Teaale. 


Mrs Cand. Why, to be ſuse poor thing, I am muck con- C 

cerned for her, * 

L. Sneer. I proteſt fo am though I mult confeſs ſhe now 

| was always tco lively for me, o 
Mrs Caud. But the had a great deal of good nature. C 

Sir Ben. And had a very ready wit, 81 

| Mrs Cand. But do you know all the particulars. [To 2 
1 Lady Sneerwell.] Si 
Sir Benj. Vet who co11d have ſuſpedted Mr Surface. ſwor, 
Mrs Cand, Charles you mean, Cr 

Sir Benj. No, Mr Surtace. body 

Mrs Caud. Oh, twas Charles. and ( 

L. Sneer. Charles! MM. 

Mrs Cand. Yes, Charles. Sir 


dir Lenj, I'll not pretend to diſpute with you, Mref Ce 


irs 


— 
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Candour ; but be it as it may, I hope Sir Peter's wounds 
won't prove mortal, N 

Mrs Cand. Sir Peter's wounds! what! did they fight! 
J never heard a word of that. 

Sir Benj. No! 

Mrs Cand. No! 

L. Suter. Nor I, a ſyllable; Do, dear Sir Benjamin, tell 
us. , 

Sir Benj. Oh, my dear madam, then you don't know half 
the affair Why -W- I'Il tell you sir Peter, you muſt 
know, had a long time ſuſpedted Lady Teazle's viſits to 
Mr Surface. 

Mrs Cand. To Charles you mean, . 

Sir Benj, No, Mr Surface — and upon going to his 
houſe, and finding Lady Teazle there, Sir, ſays Sir Peter, 
you are a very ungrateful fellow. : 

Mrs Cand. Aye, that was Charles. 

Sir Benj. Mr Surface — And, old as Jam, ſays he, I 


demand immediate ſatis faction: Upon this, they both 


their ſwords, and to it they fell 
Mrs Cand. That muſt be Charles; for it 55 very Aulikely 
that Mr Surface ſhould fight him in his own houſe, 
Sir Benj. *Sdeath, madam, not at all. Lady Teazle, 


upon ſeeing Sir Peter in ſuch danger, ran out of the room 


in ſtrong hyſterics, and was followed by Charles, Calling 
out ſor hartſhorn and water. They fought, and Sir Peter 
received a wound in his right fide by the thruſt of a ſmall 
ſword. 
Enter CRABTREE, | 

Crab. Piſtols! piſtols! nephew. - 

Mrs Cand. Oh, Mr Crabtree, I am glad you are come; 
now we ſhall have the whole affair, 

Sir Benj. No, no, it was a ſmall ſword, uncle. 

Crab, Zounds, nephew, I ſay it was a piſtol ! 

Sir Benf. A thruſt in ſecond through the ſmall guts. 

Crab. A bullet lodged in the thorax, 

Sir Benj, But give me lieve, dear uncle, it was a ſmall 
ſword. | 

Crab, I tell you it was a piſtol Won't you ſuffer any 
body to know any thing but yourſelf, -1t was a piſtol, 
and Charles — —— 

Mrs Cand. Aye! I knew it was Charles. 

Sir Benj. Mr Surface, uncle. 


Crab. Why zounds ! I ſay it was Charles; muſt no body 


— 


Co THE SCHOOL 

ſpeak but yourſelf, I'II tell you how the whole affair 

Was. 
ing — 1 Aye do, do, pray tell us. 

Sir Benj. I ſee my uncle knows nothing at all about the 

matter. 
Crab. Mr Surface, you muſt know, ladies, eame late 
from Salt-hill, where he had been the evening before with 
a particular friend of his, who has a ſon at Eaton; his 
piſtols were left on the beurcau, and unfortunately loaded, 
and on Sir Peter's taxing Charles. . 

Sir Benj. Mr Surface you mean. 

Crab, Do, pray, nephew, hold your tongue, and let 
me ſpeak ſometimes, ——1 ſay, ladies, upon his taking 
Charles to account, and taxing him with the baſeſt in- 
gratitude | | 

Sir Benj. Aye, ladies, I told you Sir Peter taxed him 
with ingratitude, | 

Crab. They agreed each to take a piſtol—They fired 
at the ſame inflant--—Charles's ball took place, and 
lodged in the thorax. Sir Pete;'s miſſed, and what is 
very extraordinary, the ball grazed againtt a little bronze 


* 


Sbakeſpaate that ſtood over the chimney, flew off through 


the window at right angles, and wounded the poſt man, 
who was juſt come to the door with a double letter from 
Northamptonſhire, 

Sir Benj. | heard nothing of all this ! I muſt own, ladies, 
my uncle's account is more circumſtantial, though I believe 
mine is the true one. 

L. Sucer. I am more intereſted in this affair than they 
imagine, and muſt have better information. 

| [Ade, and exit. 
Sir Benj» Lady Sneerwell's alarm is very eaſily accounted 


for. 
Crab. Why, yes; they do ſay — but that's neither here 


nor there. | 

Mrs Cand, But pray where is Sir Peter now? I hope his 
wounds won't prove mortal. | ER 

Crab. He was carried home immediately, and has given 
poſitive orders to be denied to every body. 

Sir Benj. And I believe Lady Teaale is attending 


Mrs Cana, I do believe ſo too. 
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Crab, Certainly I met one of the faculty as I came in. 

Sir Benj. Gad ſo! and here he comes. 

Crab. Yes, yes, that's the doctor. 

Mrs Cand. That certainly muſt be the pyſician,—— 
Now we ſhall get information, 

Enter Sir OLIVER SURFACE. 
Dear doQor, how 1s your patient ? 

Sir Benj. I hope his wounds are not mortal. 

Crab. Is he in a fair way of recovery ? 

Sir Benj. Pray, doctor, was he not wounded by a thruſt 
of a ſword through the ſmall guts? 

Crab, Was it not by a bullet that lodged in the 
thorax ? 8 

Sir Benj. Nay, pray anſwer me. 

Crab. Dear, dear doctor ſpeak. [ All pulling him. 

Sir Oliv. Hey, hey, good people, are you all mad. 
Why, what the devil is the matter? —a {word thou »h 
the ſmall guts, and a bullet lodged in the thorax! Walt 
would you all be at? 

Sir Benj. Then perhaps, fir, you are not a doctor. 

dir Ou. If I am, fir, I am to thank you for my 
degree. x 

Crab. Only a particular friend, E ſuppoſe, 

Sir Oliv. Nothing more, wir, 

Sir Benj. Then I ſuppoſe, as you are a friend, you can 
be better able to give us lome account of his wounds, 

Sir O/iv. Wounds! 

Mrs Cand. What! hav*n't you heard he was wounded 
The ſaddeſt accident! 3 

Sir Benj, A thruſt with a ſword through the ſmall 

uts. 

Crab. A bullet in the thorax. 

Sir O iv. Good people, ſpeak one at a time, I beſeech 
you ——You both agree that Sir Peter is dangerouſly 
wounded, * 

S Bla) c Ay, ay, we both agree in that, 

Sir Oliv. Then I will be bold to ſay, Sir Peter is one of 
the moit imprudent men in the world, for here ke comes 
walking as if nothing had happened, 

Ener Sir PETER. 
My good friend, you are certainly mad to walk about iq 
this condition; you ſhould go to bed, you that have had a 
F 
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ſword through your ſmall guts, and a bullet lodged in 
your thorax, | 

Sir Pet. A ſword through my ſmall guts, and a bullet 
lodged in my thorax! 

Sir O/iv, Yes, theſe worthy people would have k'lled 
you without law or phyſic, and wanted to dub me a doctor, 
in order to make me an accomplice, | 

Sir Pet. What is all this? 

Sir Benj. Sir Peter, we are all very glad to find the ſtory 
of the duel is not true. 

Crab. And exceedingly forry for your other misfor- 


tunes. 


Sir Pet. So, ſo, all over the town already. ( Aide, 
Mrs Card. Though, as Sir Peter was ſo good a huſband, 


I pity him ſincerely. 


Sir Pet. Plague of your pity. 

Crab. As you continued ſo long a batchelor, you was 
certainly to blame to marry at all. 

Sir Pet. Sir, I delire you'll conſider this is my own 
houſe, 

Sir Benj, However, you mult not be offended at the jeſts 
you'l! meet with on this occaſion, 

Crab. It is no uncommon caſe, that's one thing. 

Sir Pet. I inſiſt upon being maſter here; in plain terms 
I defire you'll leave my houſe immediately. 

Mrs Cand, Well, well, fir, we are going, and you may 


depend upon it, we ſhall make the beſt of the ſtory, 


[ Exit, 

Sir Be, And tell how badly you have been treated. 

Sir Pet. Leave my honſe directly. [Exit Sir Benjamin, 

Crab, And how patiently you bear it, [ Exit Crabtree, 

Sir Pet, Leave my houſe, | ſay———Friends, furies, there 
is no bearing it! 

Enter RowLery. 

Sir Oliv. Well, Sir Peter, I have ſeen my nephews. 

Reawl. And Sir Oliver is convinced your judgment is 
right after all. 

Sir Oliv, Aye, Joſeph is the man. 

Rowl. Such ſentiments. 

Sir Oliv. Ard acts up to the ſentiments he proſeſſes. 

Row!l. Oh, 'tis edification to hear him talk, 

Sir Oliv, He is a pattern for the young men of the age. 
— But how comes it, Sir Peter, that you don't join in his 
praiics ? 
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Sir Pet. Sir Oliver, we live in a damn'd wicked world, 
and the fewer we praiſe the better. 

Sir Oliv. Right, right, my old friend—But was you al- 
ways ſo moderate in your judpment ? 

Rew!l, Do you ſay ſo, Sir Peter, you who was never 
miitaken in your life, 

Sir Pet. Oh, plague of your jokes I ſuppoſe you we 
acquainted with the whole affair, 

Rowwl, J am indeed, fir,—I met Lady Teazle returning 
from Mr Surfece's, io hambled, that ſhe deigned to beg 
even me to become her advocate. 

Sir Pet. What! does Sir Oliver know it too ? 

Sir Oliv. Aye, aye, every circumſtance. 

Sir Pet. What! about the cloſet and the ſcreen ? 

Sir Oliv, Yes, and the little French mijliner too.— ! 
never laughed more in my life, | 

Sir Pet. And a very p'eaſant jeſt it was, 

Sir Oliv. This is your man of ſentiment, Sir Peter, 

Sir Pet. Oh, damn his ſentiments, 

Sir Oliv. You muſt have made a pretty appearance 
when Charles dragged you out of the cloſer, 

Sir Pet. Ves, yes, that was very diverting, 

Sir Oliv. And egad, Sir Peter, I ſhould like to have ſeen 
your face when the ſcreen was thrown down. 

dir Pet. My face when the ſcreen was thrown down! 
Oh yes!—There's no bearing this. [ A/e4e. 

Sir Oliv. Come, come, my old friend, don't be vexed, 
for I can't help laughing for the foul of me—Ha! ha! ha! 

Sir Pet. Oh, laugh on—lI am not vexed no, no, it is 
the pleaſanteſt thing in the world. To be the ſtanding jelt 
of all one's acquaintance, *tis the happieſt fituation im- 
apinable, 

Rowl, See, fir, yonder's my Lady Teazle coming this 
way, and 1a tears; let me beg of you to be reconciled. 

Sir Oliv, Well, well, I'll leave Rowley to meditate be- 
tween you, and take my leave; but you muſt make haſte 
after me to Mr Surface's, where 1 go, if not to reclaim a 
libertine, at leaſt to expoſe hypocriſy. Exit. 

Sir Pet. L'Il be with you at the diſcovery; I ſhould like 
to ſce it, though it is a vile unlucky place for diſcoveries, 
 —— Rowley, (looking out) ſhe's not coming this way. 
| Rexel, No, fir, but ſhe has left the room door open, 
and waits your coming, 

T3 
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Sir Pet, Well, certainly mortification is very becoming 
12 2 wife. — Don't you thiok I had beſt let her pine a little 
longer, | 

&cwvl. Oh, fir, that's being too ſevere. 

Sir Pet. I don't think ſo; the letter I found from 
Charles was evidently intended - for her. 

Haul. Indeed, Sir Peter, you are much miſtaken, 

dir Pet, If 1 was convinced of that—ſee, maſter Rowlcy, 
e looks this way—what a remarkable elegant turn of 
te head ſhe has—1 have a good mind to go to her. 

Kewl, Do, dear fir, 

dir Pet, But when it is known that we are reconciled, I 
{tail be laughed at more than ever, 

{oul, Let them laugh on, and retort their malice upon 
themes, by ſhew ing them you can be happy in ſpite of 
tiwcir ſlander, 

dir Pet. Faith and fo I will, maſter Rowley, and my 
Lady Trazle and I may ſtill be the happieſt couple 1a the 
Country, x 

Hsu. O ſye, Sir Peter, he that lays aſide ſuſpicion— 

dir Pet, My dear Rowley, if you have any regard for 


ne, r cver let me hear you utter any thing like a ſentiment 


again: I have had enough of that to laſt me the remainder 
ot my life, [ Exeunts 


SCENE, Joszyn's Library. 
Enter Joszpa and Lady SNEERWELL, 


L. Seer. Impoſſible! Will not Sir Peter be immediately 
reconciled to Charles, and no longer oppoſe his union with 
Maria. | 

Jef. Can paſſion mend it? 

L. Ster. No, nor cunning neither, 
league with ſuch a blunderer, 

Je. Sure, wy Lady Sneerwell, I am the greateſt ſuf» 
ferer in this affair, and yet, you ſee, 1 bear it with calms 
nels, 

L. Sneer, Becauſe the diſappointment does not reach 
your heart; your intereſt only was concerned. Had you 
felt for Maria, what 1 do for that unfortunate libertine, 
your brether, you would not be difſuaded from taking 


Every revenge in your power. |; a 
Jo. Why will you rail at me for the diſappointment. 


I was a fool to 


Te, 
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L. Sneer. Are you not the cauſe? Had you not a ſuf 
ficient field for your roguery in impoſing upon Sir Peter, 
and ſupplanting your brother, but you muſt endeavour to 
ſeduce his wife. I hate ſuch an avarice of crimes ; tis an 
unfair monopoly, and never proſpers. 

Zo. Well, I own I am to blame — I have deviated 
from the direct rule of wrong. Yet, 1 cannot think cir» 
cumſtances are ſo bad as your ladyſhip apprehends. 

L. Szeer. No! 

Jaſ. You tell me you have made another trial of Sate, 
that he ſtill proves ſteady to our intereſt, and that he is 
ready, if occaſion requires, to ſwear to a contract having 
paſſed between Charles and your ladyſhip, 

L. Sncer. And what then? 

Je. Why, the letters which have been ſo carefully 
circulated, will corroborate his evidence, and prove the 
truth of the aſſertion. But I expe&t my uncle every mo- 
ment, and mult beg your lady ſhip will retire into the next 
room. 

L. Seer. But if he ſhould find you out. 

Jef. I have no fear of that Sir Peter won't tell for 
his own ſake—and I ſhall ſoon find out Sir Oliver's wealz: 
ice, 

L. Sncer, Nay, I have no doubt of your abilities, only 
be conſtant to one villany at a time. 

Jeſ. Well, I will, I will. —{ Zxi4 Lady Sneeravei!.]—It is 
confounded hard though, to be baited by one's confederates 
in wickedneſs—{ 4rcctin2]— Who have we got here? My 
uncle Oliver I ſuppoſe — h, old Stanley again! How 
came he here? He mult rot ſtay 

Enter Sir CLIVER. 
I told you already, Mr Stanley, that it was not in my 
ower to relieve you. 

Sir Oliv. But I hear, fr, that Sir Oliver is arrived, and 
perhaps he might. 

Toj. Well, ür; you cannot ay now, fir; but any other 
time, fir, you ſhall certainly be relicved. 

Sir O:i4v. Oh, S'r Oliver and 1 me be acquainted, 

Fe). I mult inſiſt upon your going—lagecs, Mr Stanley, 
you can't tay, 

Sir O/zv. Poſitively I mutt tee Sir Oliver, 

Je. Then poſitively you ſhan't flay. 


22 8. 
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Enter CHARLES, 

Char, Hey day! what's the matter? Why, who the devil 
have we got here! What, my little Premium. Oh, bra— 
ther, you mult not hurt my little broker. But hark ye, 
Joſeph 3 what, have you been borrowing money too ? 

J. Borrowing money! No, brother We expect my 
uncle Oliver here every minute, and Mr Stanley infilts 
upon ſeeing him, 

Char, Stanley! Why his name is Premium, 

Ze). No, no! I tell you his name is Stanley. 

Char, But tell you again his name is Premium. 

To). It don't ſignify what his name is. 

Char, No more it don't, as you ſay brother; for I ſup» 
poſe he goes by half a hundred names, beſides A, B. at the 
coftce-houſes, But old Noll muſt not come and catch my 
little broker here neither, 

79. Mr Stanley, | beg 

Char. And I beg, Mr Premium 

Jeſ. You mult go indeed, Mr Stanley, 

Char. Aye, you muſt go, Mr Premium, 

[ Both puſhing bim. 

Enter Sir PETER, Lady TEAZEZLE, Maria, and 

RowLtY. 
Sir Pet. What, my old iriend Sir Oliver! what's the 


matter In the name of wonder, were there ever two 


ſuch ungracious nephews, to aſſault their uncle at his firſt 
viſit, | 

I.. Trax. On my word, fir, it was well we came to your 
reſc ue. | 

Je. Charles! 

Char. Joſeph! 

Zo. Now our ruin is complete. 

Char, Very! 

S'r Per. You find, Sir Oliver, your neceſſitous character 
of old S'an!ey could not protect you, : 

Sir O/'iv. No! nor Premium neither, The neceſſities 
of tte fermer could rot extract a ſhilling from that bene- 
vo'ent gen:ileman there; and with the other I ſtood a 
worſe chance than my anceflors, and had Lke to have been 
knocked Cown without being bid for. Sir Peter, my 
friend, and Rowley, lock upon that elder nephew of mine; 
you both know what I heve done fer him, and how gladly 
I wou!d have locked upon half my fortune as held only ia 
trail or ii. Judge then, af my ſurprize and diſappoint- 


ment, at finding him deſtitute of truth, charity, and 
ratitude. - 

Sir Pet. Sir Oliver, I ſhould be as much ſurpriſed as you, 
if 1 did not already know him to be artſul, ſelfiſh, and 
hypocritical. 

L. Teaz. And if he pleads w guilty to all this, let him 
call on me to finiſh his character. 

Sir Pet. Thea I believe we need not add more; for if 
be knows himſelf, it will be a ſufficient punichment for him 
that he is known by the world. 

Char. It they talk this way to Honeily, what will they 


ſay to me by and by. | [ 4/ides 


Sir Oliv. As for that "+ there 


[ Pointing ta Charles, 
Char. Ay, now comes my turn; the damn'd family 
pictures will ruin me. | | 4/ides 

Js. Sir Oliver, will you honour me with a hearing. 

Char. Now if Joſeph would mike one of his long 
ſpeeches, I ſhou'd have time to recollect my ſelf. [ 4/i4es 

Sir O. I ſuppoſe you would undertake to jullify yours 
ſelf entirely, 

JJ. I truſt I could, fir, | 

dir Oliv. Paw! (turns away from him) and I ſuppoſe 
you could joflify yourſelf too. [7e Charles, 

Char, Not that I know of, fir, 

Sir Oliv, What, my little Premium was let too much 
into the ſecre: ! | 

Char. Woy yes, fir; but they were family ſecrets, and 
ſhould go no further, | 

Ro vol. Come, come, Sir Oliver, I am ſure you cannot 


look upon Charles's follies wich anger. 


Sir Oliv. No, nor with gravicy neither. — Do you 
know, Sir Peter, the young rogue has been ſe ling me his 
anceſtors; I have bought judzes and ſtaff officers by the 
foot, and mai len aunts as cheap as old china, 

[ During this ſpeech Ch xles (au395 S. bind bis huts 

Char. Why, that I have matle free witn the fam ly cane 
vas is tru-; iy anceRors may; rife in judgment sgainſt me, 
theie's no denying it; but helieve me wien | tell you, 
(and upon my foul I would not ſay it ii it was not ſo) 
if 1 don't appear mortifie4 at the expoſure of my folites, 
it is, becaule [ feel at chis moment the warmeſt fausfattion 
at ſecing you, my libzral benetactor, 


[Embraces him. 
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Sir Oliv, Charles, I forgive you; give me your hand 
again; the little ill. looking tellow over the ſettee has made 
your peace for you. i 

Char. Then, fir, my gratitude to the original is till 
increaſed, 

L. Teaz. Sir Oliver, here is ancther, with whom I dare 
ſay Charles is no leſs anxious to be reconciled, 

Sir Oliv. I have heard of that attachment before, and 
with the lady's leave—if I conftrue right, that bluſ.— 

Sir Pet. Well, child, ſpeak for yourſelf. 

Mar. | have little more to ſay, than that I wiſh lim hap- 
Py 3 and for any influence I might once have had over his 
affections, I molt willingly refign them to one who has a 
better claim to them, 

Sir Pet, Hey! What's the matter now? While he was 
a rake and a profligate, you would hear of no body elle; 
and now that he is Ikely to reform, you won't have him. 
What's the meaning of all this! 

Mar. His own heart, and Lady Sneerwell, can beſt in- 
form you, 

Char. Lady Sneerwell ! 

Je. I am very ſorry, brother, I am obliged to ſpeak to 
this point, but Juſtice demands it from me; aud Lady 
Sneerwell's wiongs can no longer be concealed, 

Enter Lady SNEERWELL, 

Sir Pet. Another French milliner!—-] believe he has one 
in every room in the houſe, 3 

L. Sncer. Ungrateful Charles! well you may ſeem con- 
founded ad ſurprized at the indelicate ſituation to which 
your perfidy has reduced me. 

Char, Pray, uncle, is this another of your plots? for, as 
1 hve, this is the firſt Jever heard of it. 

JJ. There is but one witneſs, | believe, neceary to the 
buuneſs, 

Sir Pet. And that witneſs is Mr Srake you were per- 
fealy in the right in biinging him with you, Let him 
appear. 


Rew!. Deſire Mr Crake to walk in.—It is rather uns 
lucky, madam, that be fhiculd be brought to coniront and 
not tupport your lagyuip. 

Euler SKA EE. 

L. Snser. Tam furprized! what, {peak villain! have you 
too con'pired agaiuſt me:? 

Saale. I beg your ladyſaip ten thoulard pardons; I 
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muſt own you paid me very liberally for the lies in que- 
ſtion, but I have unfortunately been offered double for 
ſpeaking the truth, 

Sir Pet. Plot and counter-plot—I give your ladyſhip 
much joy of your negociation, 

L. Sneer, May the torments of deſpair and diſappoint- 
ment light upon you all! [Going ] 

L. Teax. Hold, Lady Sneerwell; before you go, give 
me leave to return you thanks, for the trouble you and 
this gentleman wil 2 in writing letters in my vame to 
Charles, and anſwering them yourſelf; and, at the ſame 
t me, I muſt beg you will preſent my compliments to the 
ſcandalous college, of which you are preſident, and inform 
them, that Lady Teazle, licentiate, returns the dipluma 
they granted her, as ſhe leaves off practice, and kills 
characters no longer, 

L. Szeer. You too, madam! Provoking infolent!—may 
yeur huſband Ine theſe fifty years. [ Exits 
L. Tea. O Lord what a malicious creature it is. 

Sir Pet. Not for the laſt with, I hope. 

L. Teax. Oh, no, no. 

Sir Pet, Well, ir what have you to ſay for yourſelf, 
— 70 Joleph.] 

To/. Sir, I am to confounded that Lady Sneerwell ſhould 
impoſe upon us all, by ſuborning Mr Snake, that I know 
not What to fay——but—leſ her malice ſhould prompt her 
to injure my brother had better follow her. [ Exit, 

Sir Pet. Moral to the laſt. 

Sir O/zv. Marry her. Joſeph, marry her if you ca 
Oil and vinegar—you'll do very well together. 

Rewwl. Mr Snake, I believe we have no further occaſion 
for you, 

Szake. Before I go, I muſt beg pardon of theſe good 
ladies and gentlemen, for whatever trouble I have been 
the humble inſtrument of cauſing, 

Sir Pct. You have made amends by your open con- 
ſeſſion, | 

Saat. But I muſt beg it as a favour that it may never 
be ſpoke of. 

dir Pit. What! are you aſtamed of having done one 
good attion in your life, 

Snake, Sir, I requeſt you to conſider that [ live by the 
badneſs of my character, and if it was once known that 
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I Þad been betrayed into an honeſt action, I ſhould loſe 


every ſriend I have in the world. [ Exit, 
Sir Oliv. Never fear, we ſhan't traduce you by laying 


any thing in your praiſe, | 
Sir Pet. There's a ſpecious rogue for you. 
L. Teaz, You ſee, Sir Oliver, it needed no great per- 


ſuaſion to reconcile your nephew and Maria, 
Sir Oli. So much the better; I'Il have the wedding 


to-morrow morning. : 
Sir Pet, What, before you aſk the girl's conſent, 
Char, I have done that a long time fince=—above a 


minute ago——and ſhe looked 
Mar. O fie, Charles! proteſt, Sir Peter, there has 


not been a word ſaid. 
Sir Oliv, Well, well, the leſs the better (joining their 


hands) there — and may your love never know abate- 
ment, 
Sir Pet. And may you live as ha 
Teazle and I=—imend to do, 
Char. I ſuſpect, Rowley, Lowe much to you, 


Sir O/iv, You do, indeed, 
Rowl. Sir, if I had failed in my endeavours to ſerve you, 


you would have been indebted to me for the attempt. 


But deſerve to be happy, and you overpay me. 
Sir Pet, Aye, honelt Rowley always ſaid you would 


reform. 

Char. Look ye, Sir Peter, as to reforming, I ſhall make 
no promiſes, and that | take to be the ſtrongeſt proof that 
I intend ſetting about it. But here ſhall be my monitor, 


my gentle guice——can I leave the virtuous path thoſe 
eyes illumine ? | 
Though thou, dear maid, ſhould'ſt wave the beauty's 


ppily together, as Lady 


ſway, 


Thou ſtill mull rule, becauſe I will obey ; 
An humble fuguive from folly view, 

No ſanctuary near but love—and you, 

You can, indeed, each anxious fear remove, 


For even ſcandal dies 


Till e 
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Written by Mr Garrick. 
SCLOOL for Scandal! Tell me, I beſeech you, 
Needs there a ſchool, this modiſh art to teach you? 
No need of leſſons now—the knowing thin 
We might as well be taught to eat and drink : 
Caus'd by a dearth of ſcandal, ſhould the vapours | | 
D iſtreſs our fair ones, let them read the papers; 
Their powerful mixtures ſuch diſorders hit, 
Crave what they will, there's quantum ſufficite 
« Lord!” cries my Lady Wormwood, (who loves tattle, 
And puts much ſalt and pepper in her prattle) 
Juſt ris'n at noon, all night at cards, when threſhing 
Strong tea and ſcandal—bleſs me, how refreſhing! 
« Give me the papers, Liſp—how bold and free! (t) 
© Laſt night Lord L. (/ps) was caught with Lady D. 5 
« For aching heads, what charming ſal volatile] (p. 
& It Mis B. will ſtill continue flirting, 
We hope ſhe'll draw, or we'll andraw, the curtain, 
Fine ſatire, poz! in public all abuſe it; 
But, by ourſelves, (/þs) our praiſe we can't refuſe it. 
4 % Now, Liſp, read you there at that daſh and ſtar—— 
& Yes, ma'am—A certain Lord had beſt beware, } 
Who lives not twenty miles from Groſvenor-ſquare: 
& For ſhould he Lady W. find willing 


* & rmaucod is bitter.“ Oh! that's me—the villain! 
£_T'hrow it behind the fire, and never more 4 
& Let that vile paper come within my door,” | 
jd . Thus at our friends we laugh, who feel the dart; | 


To reach eur feelings, we durſelves muſt ſmart, 
Is our young bard ſo young, to think that he 

ke Can ſtop the full ſpring tide of calumny ? 

at | Knows he the world ſo little, and its trade? 

or, | Alas! the devil's ſooner raid than laid. 

ofe || So ſtrong, ſo ſwift the monſter, there's no gagging z 
Cut ſcandal's head off—ſtill the tongue is wagging. 

Proud of your ſmiles, once laviſhly beſtow'd, 


ty's | Again our young Don Quixote takes the road; 
! To ſhe his gratitude, he draws his pen, | 
And ſeeks this Hydra, ſcandal, in its den 
From his fell gripe the frighted fair to ſave——— 
Tho' he ſhould fall, th'attempt muſt pleaſe the brave. * 


For your applauſe, all perils he would through; ö . 
He'll fight—that's write—a cavaliero true, } A 
Till ev'ry drop of blood—that's ink—1s ſpilt for you. 
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Written by Mr CoLEman. 


Spoken in the Character of Lapy TRAZTE. | 
I, WHO was late ſo volatile and gay, 


Like a trade-wind muſt now blow all one way; 
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Bend all my cares, my ſtudies, and my vows, 
To one old ruſty weather-cock—my ſpouſe 
So wills our virtuous bard—the pye-ball'd Bayes 
Of crying epilogues and laughing plays. 

Old batchelors, who marry ſmart young wives, 
Learn from our play to regulate your lives! | 
Each bring his dear to town—all faults upon her 
London will prove the very ſource of honour; 
Flung'd fairly in, like a cold bath, it ſerves, 

When principles relax—to brace the nerves, 

Such is my caſe—and - I muſt deplore 

That the gay. dream of diſſipation's o'er; 

And ſay, ye fair, was ever lively wife. 

Born with, a genius for the higheſt life, 

Like me, untimely blaſted in her bloom; 

Like me, condemn'd to fach a diſmal doom 

Save money hen I juſt knew how to waſte it l 
Leave London—juſt as I began to taſte it ! 

Muſt I then watch the early crowing cock? 

The melancholy ticking of a clock? 

In the lone ruſtick hall for ever pounded, | 
With dogs, cats, rats, and fqualling brats ſurrounded ? 
With humble curates can I now retire, 

(While good Sir Peter boozes with the ſquire) 
And at back-gammon mortify my ſou), 

That pants for Ln, or flutters at a Vole? 

Seven's the main! dear ſound! that muſt expire, 
Loſt at hot- cock les round a Chriſtmas fire! 

The tranſient hour of faſhion too ſoon ſpent, 

e Farewel the tranquil mind, farewel content! 

4% Farewel the plumed head—the cuthion* tete, 

«© That takes the cuſhion from its proper ſeat! 

c The ſpirit ſtirring drum card drums I mean 
& Spadille, old Trick, Pam, Baſto, King and Queen! 
& And you, ye knockers, that with brazen throat, 
ce The welcome viſitor's approach denote, 

& Farewel ! All quality of high renown, 

& Pride, pomp, and circumſtance of glorious town, 
&« Farewel! your revels I partake no more, 

« And Lady Teszle's occupation's o'er !* 

All this I-told our bard, he ſmil'd, and ſaid, 'twas clear 
T ought to play deep tragedy next year: . 
Mean while he drew wiſe morals from his play, 

And in theſe folemn periods {talk'd away, 
4% Bleſt were the fair, like you her faults who ſtopt, 
% And clos'd her follies when the curtain dropt! 
„No more in vice or error to engage, 
© Or play the fool at large on Ji e's great ſtage l“ 
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